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I's the | Right Honourable 


HARLE S, 


7 


Earl of Dorſet and N iddlefer, 


Oneof the Gentlemen of their MAJESTIES 
en 


57 it pleas your Torge, | | 
HEN I call to mind what | have. 
WAR obſerv'd of your Wit and Judg- 
ment, the trueſt and moſt impar - 
Deda lever knew, my Thoughts of 
EST Writing, after my looſe manner, t) 
ln EZ your Lordſhip, — a little daſh d; | 
and. the meaneſt of 'em has the Senſe to tell me, 
I ought to be as curious and correct in a Dedica- 
tion to one Man, as, in that of a Play, to a 
whole Nation. There is, no doubt, a Tranſport 
in every Poet who writes an Epiſtle; but for 
the moſt part they are dazzled with the Emi- 
nence of their Patrons, and at ye we can but, 
call it an awful Delight. But, I profeſs, what 
thoſe, to whom I am Ailigreeable, will * 
3 


{ + 


6 The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
to want of Modeſty, I make this Tragedy an 
Offering to your Lordſhip, with as much Free- 
dom, Pleaſure, and perfect Satis faction, as ever 
Mithridates receivd when he found himſelf in 
the Arms of his faireſt Miſtreſs. You ſtand e- 
qual with the Greateſt; and your Quality ſhould: 
=. eauſe a Dread in the hardieſt Writers: But on 
che other hand, there is ſuch an innate Sweetneſs 
of Temper, ſuch a moſt: remarkable Goodneſs 
in all your Actions, a Character peculiar to You 
more than any Man alive, that the meaneſt, 
| modeſteſt of Poets, may approach you. Me- 
| thinks, I feel a fort of cheerful ſpringing Pride, 


when I fee your Lordſhip ſtand forth to this laſt 
Birth ; which ſure, if I had ever any lovely, is 
much the faireſt © Child. Happy Fortune muſt 
| garrend it; and Heaven and Earth be pleas'd, 
where you approve. I accoſt- you, my Lord 
without Formality, and wou'd appear before 

the ſevereſt judge in the plaineft Garb, or ra- 
ther nakedneſs of Thought ; as ſome, and thoſe 
not of the leaſt Courage, go to the moſt. bloody 
Teſt, of Valour, all unarm'd. An Over-care in 
things of this nature, does often turn to Affec- 
tation; and what was meant a Guard, proves an 
Incumbrance: We may ſtiffen our Imaginations 
with making of em too quaint; and poliſh, till 
we are king elſe but Gloſs. I am infinitely ; 
pleas d, to be as plain as I can; nor care I how. 

tit pleaſes others, tho I am ſure it does, that I 
| have laid this Play at your Lordſhip's feet. All 
my Acquaintance, that wiſh me well, applaud 
my Choice; for, I may ſafely affirm, by the 
| Judgement of the Town, without being cenfur'd 
for a Dawber, there's not a Man whom all Men 
love but You: You are beheld in all the Com- 


pany you honour, as if you were the G eniu 1 
. | 


* 


De Epiſtle Dedicatory. *7 
that Prince, who was call'd the Delight” of Man- 
kind; and are ador'd with all the Love and Ad- 
miration which &er the noble Titus found in 


Rome. Ziphares is an imperfect Figure of your- 


ſelf; I caſt him in your Mould, and faſhion'd 
him as well as my weak Fancy cou'd, to that 
Perfection the Court ſo univerſally allows you: 
When I deſignd to draw him for the Ladies, 
endearing, ſoft, and paſſionately loving, I 
thought on You, and found the way to charm 
em. And tis moſt. certain, he who obliges 
thoſe fair Criticks to be of his Party, has the 
ſureſt Cards that ever Poet play d: I cannot but 
own the Honours they have done me; and in- 
treat your — a ſecure my Friends. There 
is yet a greater Honour I would beg of your 
Lordſhip, and ſo important, I cannor name it 
without Apprehenſion: Mithridates, being in your 
hands, deſires to be laid at the Feet of the Queen. 
Her Majeſty, who is the ſublimeſt Goodneſs, 
and moſt merciful Virtue that ever bleſt a 
Land, has been pleas'd to grace him with her 
Preſence, and promis'd it again with ſuch par- 
ticular Praiſes, the Effects of her pure Bounty, 
that ſhou'd he not expreſs his Gratitude almoſt 
to Adoration, he wou'd deſerve another Fate, 
when he is next repreſented, than what he has 
hitherto receiv'd. 

J have endeavour'd in this Tragedy, to mix 
Shakeſpear with Fletcher : The Thought of the for- 
mer, for Majeſty and true Roman Greatneſs; and 
the Softneſs and paſſionate Expreſſions of the lat- 
ter, which make up half the Beauties, are never to 
be match d. How have I then endeavour d to be 
like em? O faint Reſemblance! as Pizarra fays 


of the Mexicans, 
| A4 — And 


8 The Epifth Dedicatory. 
I thc wy Mas 
Appear but. as the Shadows of the Slain. 


Beginning of the third and fifth Acts; thoſe, 
who are ſo nicely curious as to be offended at this 
over- ſight, may, for their ſatisfaction, leave em 
out, and the Play will be entire. I apply my ſelf 
to your Lordſhip, as Montaigu does to his Reader, 
in the Chapter of Books; I will, ſays he, love 


abe Man that ſhall trace me! For I have = | 


times found fault with an Expreſſion, that 
etended was in a Play of my own, and had it 
damn'd by no indifferent Criticks; tho* immortal 
Shakeſpear will not bluſh to own it. But I am 
confident your Lordſhip will find me out, and 
I deſire to be found a Refiner on thoſe admirable 
Writers; the Ground is theirs, and all that 
ſerves to make a rich Embroidery. I hope, 
the World will do me the Juſtice tothink, I have 
diſguis d it into another Faſhion more ſuitable to 
the Age we live in; for, if I cou'd perſuade my- 
ſelf, there were nothing of mine extraordinary in 
the Play, I wou'd not have dedicated it to the beſt 


of Men. 


Mediocribus eſſe Poetics ; 
Nan Dii, non Homines, non conceſſere Columnæ. 


Here you muſt give me leave to tell the World, 
that Pillars and Altars too ought to be rais'd to your 
Lordſhip, if the greateſt Genius of Poetry deſeryes 
em. Your Thoughts, in ſome ſele& Poems I 


have ſeen, are rich and new as the Golden Ame- 


rican World, your Expreſſions juſtly ſtrong, your 
Words emphatical, as choſen Men for an Enter- 
prize of Glory: As it was obſery'd of the Army of 
Alexander the Great, every Soldier look'd like a 
Commander, and every Commander like an 4- 

lexander; 


It may be objected, I broke the Scenes in the 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 9 
lexander; ſo in your admirable Draughts, all things 
are ſo excellent, we know not where to fix; we 
ſtand on Hills of ſo vaſt a Breadth, that the Valleys 
are ſeen; it looks like Heaven all about us, and 
Fancy is loſt in the infinite Beau y of the Pro- 
ſpect; Your Writing dazzles with Clearneſs and 
Majeſty: Lou draw like Holbin without Shadows. 
— Yui Genus humanum ingenio ſupera vit, & omnes 
Præſtrinxit Stellas, exortus uti Ætherius Sol. 

Your Images are fo great, we look like DwarfS 
beneath you; and then fo lively repreſented» 
tho' of dead, low Objects, animated by your 
Genius, 


—credas ſimulacra moveri 
Ferrea, cognatoque viros ſpirate metallo. 


Whate'er you ſtamp as Royal, other Pretenders 
to Satire but file and waſh; they live by the 
Clippings of your Wit, and dip their Silver in 
your Bath, to make it paſs for Gold. Self-preſer- 
vation bids me fay no more of your Lordſhip's 
Poetry, leſt I damn my own ; who aim at nothing 
ſo much, as the Honour of being thought by your 
Lordſhip, 


My Lord, 
Tour moſt Humble, 


and Devoted Servant, 


Nat. Lee. 


v * = * * . . « - 7 
* ** * 


10 . a, | 3a» I%&) 5 


Ni Nl - © 


* - 
p + QSO 20 8 de Ib | «a 
0 J . p * . 
R. 4 . =) 7 g 77 NL ma * = SY * 
9 . = = A | " vis = } N \ » 9444 $4 246% ky a . p — 
o 
: a ; * : . 1 
* . | L — — — - ME S—JQ » k - 


G W 


— 


P R 0 adus. E. 


IV 2T careful Leaders, when the Trumpets call 
Their Martial Squadrons on, to ſtand or fall, 

Toſs d with more Doubts, than careful Poets are, 

When went rous Wit for Sally does prepare; 

When humming Voices bid the Play begin, 

And the laſt Flouriſb calls the Prologue in. 

Here you, like dreadful Warriors, judging ſit; 

And in full Council, try all Writers Wit. 

To ſome, for Senſe renown'd, our Authors bow ;. 

And what you doom, for a juſt Fate allow : 

But fare far leſs ſuch Fudges Poets dread, 

Than. thoſe raw Blades — qui not let em plead, 

But, &er they can be heard, cry, ſhoot em dead. 

Theſe Pyrates, that both Arms and Wit debaſe; 

Who Fielits, and Poems with their Spleen diſgrace, 

Poets and Warriors both ſbou d have in chaſe: 

Theſe Libellers, who nobleft Flights deſpiſe, 

Tit when a Pan but flaſhes, ſhut their Eyes; 

N ;o ewrite Lampoons, and wilely get a Name 

By others Infamy, and live on Shame; 

Fifes, Whiſtlers, of the jnſteſt Senſe, not fit 

o be the Poxwder- Monkeys of true Mit: 

Mimicks, like Apes, what's ill from Heads they drain, 

And live upon the Vermin of a Brain. | 

Neglected theſe, and truſting to your Aid, 

To Beauty our laft Vows, like yours, are made: 

Beauty, which ſtill aderns the of ning Lift, 

Which Cæſar's Heart wouchſafes not to refit : 

To that alone devoted is this Day; 

For, by the Poet, Twas bid to ſay, 

In the firſt Draught, 'twas meant the Lady's __ E | 


11 
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E PI L O GVU E. 
By Mr. DRY DEM, 


70 Due ſeen a Pair of faithful Lovers die: g | 


. 


* 
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And much you care; for, moſt of you will cry, 
"Tawas a juſt Fudgement on * g 
For, Heaw'n be thank'd, we live in ſuch an 
When no Man dies for Love, but on the Stage : 
And een thoſe Martyrs are but rare in Plays ; 
A curſed Sign how much true Faith decays. 
Love is no more a violent Defire ; 
"Tis a mere Metaphor, a painted Fire. 
In all our Sex, the Name examin'd well, 
"Tis Pride to gain, and Vanity to tell: | L 
In Woman, *tis of ſubtle Intereſt made; 2 
Curſe on the Punk that made it firſt a Trade t 
| She firſt did Wit's Prerogative remove,. 
And made a Fool preſume to prate of Love. 
Let Honour and Preferment 7 for Gold; 
But glorious Beauty is not to be fold : 
Or, if it be, "tis at a Rate fo high, 
That nothing but adoring it ſhou"d buy. 
Yet the rich Cullies may their Boaſting ſpare, 
in, They purchaſe but ſophiſticated Ware. 4 
| "Tis Prodigality that buys Deceit ; 
Where both the Giver, and the Taker cheat. 
Men but refine on the old — rown way : 
And Wamen fight, like Swiſſers, for their Pay. 
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DV 2T cariful Leaders, when the Trumpets catl 
Their Martial Squadrons on, to ſtand or fall, 

Toſs d wwith more Doubts, than careful Poets are, 

When went'rous Wit for Sally does prepare; 

When humming Voices bid the Play begin, 

And the laſt Flouriſh calls the Prologue in. 

Here you, like dreadful Warriors, judging fit 5 . .... 

And in full Council, try all Writers Wit. 

To ſome, for Senſe renown'd, our Authors bow ;. 

And what you doom, for a juſt Fate allow : 

But fare far leſs ſuch Fudges Poets dread, © 

Than thoſe raw Blades who will not let em plead, 

But, &er they can be heard, cry, ſhoot em dead. 

Theſe Pyrates, that both Arms and Wit debaſe; 

Who Fielits, and Poems «with their Spleen diſgrace 

Paten Warriors both fhes'd have ini:  { 

Theſe Livellers, aubo nobleſt Flights deſpiſe, 

It when a Pan but flaſhes, ſhut their Eyes; 

N ho write Lampoons, and wilely get a Name 

By others Infamy, and live on Shame ; 

Fifes, Whiftlers, of the juſteſt Senſe, not fit 

o be the Poxwder- Monkeys of true Wit : 

Mimicks, like Apes, what's ill from Heads they drain, 

And live upon the Vermin of a Brain. | 

Neglected theſe, and truſting to your Aid, 

To Beauty our laſt Vows, like yours, are made: 

Beauty, which till aderns the op ning Lift, 

Which Cæſar's Heart wouchſafes not to reſiſt: 

To that alone devoted is this Day; 

For, by the Poet, Twas bid to ſay, 

Tz the firſt Draught, 'twwas meant the Lady's * 5 | 
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| She firſt did Wit's Prerogative remove, 


is Prodigality that buys Deceit ;. 


11 


1 


* Dede : \& FF) * * IRA 
EPILOGU E, 
By Mr. DRY DEW. 


70 Due ſeen a Pair of faithful Lovers die: * g | 


And much you care; for, moſt of you will cry, 
"Twas a juſt Tudzement on 2 8 
For, Heaw'n be thank'd, we live in ſuch an 
When no Man dies for Love, but on the Stage: 

And &en thoſe Martyrs are but rare in Plays ; 

A curſed Sign how much true Faith decays. 

Love is no more a violent Defirt ; 

"Tis a mere Metaphor, a painted Fire. 

In all our Sex, the Name examin'd well, 

"Tis Pride to gain, and Vanity to tell: 1 
In Woman, "tis of ſubtle Intereſt made; 2 
Curſe on the Punk that made it firſt a Trade 


And made a Fool preſume to prate of Love. 

Let Honour and Preferment 7 for Gold; 

But glorious Beauty is not to be ſold: 

Or, if it be, "tis at a Rate ſo high, 

That nothing but adoring it ſhou'd buy. 

Yet the rich Cullies may their Boaſting dare, 

They purchaſe but ſophiſticated Ware. - 


Where both the Giver, and the Taker cheat. 
Men but refine on the old Half-Crown avay : 
And Nomen fght, like Swillers, for their Pay. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


; 


Mithridates, King of Pr. lr. Mobun. 
Ziphares, His 8 II ©Ms, Mare. 

' Pharnaces, e way | Mr. Goodman. 
 Archilazs, General under Ziphares. Mr. Griffin. 


Pelopidas, Mr. Winter/hal. 
Azdravar, c To Courtiers. Mr. Powell, 
Agquilius, 2 Roman Captive, _ - Mr. Clark. 
Another Roman Officer. Mr. Viliſbire. 


1ſmenes, Page to Ziphares. 


Moni ma, contrafted to M:ithridates. Mrs. Corbet. 
Semandra, Daughter to Archilauss Mrs. Boutel, 
Prieſts, and Attendants. -*- | 

Mutes. 


| Sens, STNOPE | 
bar 


mbi 
And ; 
Zipba 
Thou 
nd 


+. *© 


MITHRIDATES, 

King of PoxnTvs. 

S ICICI CET 
ACTI. SCENE I. 


The Outer Part of the Temple of the Sun. 
A Neiſe of Muſick, and Tuning Voices, is beard, 


Enter Pharnaces, Pelopidas. 
=Y O-night, to-night, this fatal moment, 
Our dreadful Father's Nuptials are 
preparing, 

— And I muſt loie bright Monima for 
> LES ever. | 

mbition too is barr'd, Scepters and Crowns, 

And all the Golden Quarries now are loſt, 

Zipbares, O Ziphares ! happy Brother, | 

Thou haſt diſlodg'd me by thy late Exploits, 

nd now uſurp'ſt my Father's Breaſt alone, + 


Turs“ 


is MTTHRT DATES 
SF 
o overthrow Triarius, cuts'd the Stam 


f round thy Head; when by thy Arm 


ribunes and Centurions fell, 1 2 

. Rome groan, and broke Lucullu Heart. 
't Pele. Hear me, my Lord. - 

Phar. This Morning, on a Mountain 
| Abovethe Clouds, his Triumph was perform u, 

_ I aſſiſted at the Sacrifice; 
| LEE gave 1 not-this Body to the Flames, 

evour'd among the tortur'd Slaves, 

Naber than liv'd to ſee his Conqueſt crown'd ? 
I ſaw it; O Pelopidas, theſe Eyes 
Saw Mithridates, with a Torch; give fire 
To the vaſt Pile, which like a Pyramid 
Stood high upon the Hill, as that on Earth. 

Pelep. Will you but give me leave? 

Phar. I ſaw the Blaze 
Of his immortal Honour, heard the ſhout 
Of all the Court, which did torment the Air 
To that degree, that Birds fell round us dead; 
And cnat thin Region, where we ſc arge cou'd live, 
Wien firſt we did aicend; became io tat 
With the rich ſtream of Blood, and boiling Gold, 
And flowing. Gums, that we were forc'd to remove : 
Nay, I believe, the glutted Gods themſelves 
Were almoſt chcak'd with the prodigious Odours. 

Pelop. Yet have you done? 
. - Phar. To the green Neptune then, 

Becauſe at Sea old F frchilans had 
Been Conqueror with my Brother, in their Names 
An Off' ring was decreed; a Chariot all 
With Em'ralds ſet, and fill'd with Coral Tridents, 
Was with an hundred Horſes, wild as Wind, 
From off the top of that moſt diſmal Place 
Plung'd to the bottom of the ſlimy Deep. 


Pehp. Let me entreat you call your Reaſon home, 


And liſten to your faithful Servant's Counſel : 
You cannot hate your. Brother more to Death, 
T han I; his F riend, the General Archilaus, 


mes. |* 


Fi n is 
ta got ff me ih King — 
And tho without being I think my r 
The beer ae he b by db 
ſh'd me from the ignites Tore | 

The jos oured by! the Pen. e 

Phar. But with full cry 
Let us unkennel him ; rather rebel, | 
Than bear it thus: '*T'is mine, tis thy Concern; 
Nor let the Name of King, or Father awe us. 
A Miſtreſs, and a Throne! moſt ſpecious Titles. 
The God of Battel rages in my Breaſt ; 
And as at Delphos, when — ious Fury 
Kindles the Blood of the Propketich Maid, 
The bounded Deity does ſhoot her out, 
Draws every Nerve thin as the Spider's Thread, 
And beats the Skin out like expanded Gold: 
So with the Meditation of the Work 
Which my Soul bears, I {well almoſt to burſting. 

Pelop. In all the many Changes of my Life - 
I have not known one equal yet to your's; - 
At other times ſo moderate, ſo true 
A Sovereign o'er your ſelf, you ſeem'd to want 
Thoſe Paſtons for your Slaves, who lord it now. 

Phar. I am huſh'd, if thou haſt aught of Comfort, ſpeak. 

Pelep. This Night your Father has decreed to marry 
The Daughter of Palemon. 

Phar. What can hinder ? 

Pehp. Nothing; ; yet mark: My Brother Triphbn is 
High-Prieſt o'th* Sun, whom all the reſt obey : 
Him have I wrought, that when the Nuptial Rites. 
Begin, ſome ſtrange Preſages ſhall fall out, 
Ditorders unexpected, to foreſhew 

The Gods are much offended at the Marriage. 
How this may work with one of mighty Faith. 
In holy Fables, one of various Humour, 
Whom every Day new Beauties ſet on fire, 
Be you the Judge. 

Phar. Methinks. it has a Face; 
Bur yet there's wanting what I cou'd have wiſh'd:: 


Bad! it been Fanus- like back'd with another, 


Whew 


- Andravar my Lieutenant-General, 


Still Seile Bo riſe with Txiumphghigh as Heav'n, 


In Nature's Garden: whence to his Conſtitution 
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When Mithridates, frighted from his Queen, - .,. As 
Warn'd by falſe Oracles, ſhou'd have retird MK An 
Ferplex d, yet ſtruggling with the Pangs of Love; * 4 


Then to have laid a'Beauty to his longing, 

Some Fair unknown, — of her gaudy Bloom, | 

T* have quench'd his thirſty Wiſhes; that had been 

A Mater pes but let him marry her, 

Sure ſhall wait upon his laughing Hymen; 

And when the God has given her to his Arms, * 

Fate with unerring Force ſhall part em ever. | 
Pelap. Yet raging? *Tis as you —_—_ ſaid, and more 1 

More than excelling Miſchief cou'd invent, | 

That is not beſt. We have already rais'd him; 


Scorn'd by your Brother, whom he therefore hates, 
Firſt ſorm d the Plot. Old Archilaus” Daughter, 
The fair Semandra, Miſtreſs to Ziphares, 


Is deſtin'd to be made your Father's Prey. 
Phar. Excellent Engine! now thou work'ſt indeed; ; 


Thou haſt hit the Vein, the Life-blood of his Heart. 
T-can't ſee ought in the extent of Art, 
Or Nature, that can mend it. Q /Ziphares, 


Bolt as this be ſure to wait thee. 
Enter Andravar. 


Bat ſee the brave Lieutenant] come to my Arms, 

And tell me, ſhall Semandra be the King's? dee, ) 
Andr. I think, my Lord, that I may ſafely ſwear it. 
Phar. Thy Bluntneſs merits Praiſe, and ſays, thou'rt oſs n 

To ſerve my beſt Revenge, Love or Anbition. (fit ut ſoo 
Andr. Great Mithridates, whom J well have ſtudy'd, 

Tho' he has weather'd forty Winters Fields, 

Yet riſes in his Vigor, ventures more, 

Nor feels Decay ot Strength ; none learn'd as he 


Moſt excellent, he adds ſuch Helps by Art, 
That by his Locks he might be thought Immortal. 


The World too knows he is as amorous no-] 


As 


As when the firſt Sighs heav'd his youthful Breaſt, 
And his firſt Tears bedew'd the Shrines of Love 

Phar. The Conſequence? | | 

Andr. He often has been pleas'd 
To make me honour'd with his private Thoughts, 
Whereon my General and I agreed, 
Knowing your Love to Monima, 
And Hatred to your Brother, with one Blow 
„ To drive the Buſineſs that ſhou'd crown your Wiſhes, 
Therefore I daily fill'd your Father's Ears 
With Praiſes of 8 a, rais'd his Wonder, 
Deſcrib'd her Dreſs, and each particular Grace ; 

ler Eyes, her Hands, her Lips, with all their Beauties 3; 

And have ſo fir'd him, that there TI 6 


7 
o 
* 


A View to perfect all, and that will 

To-night. | 

Phar. How know'ſ thou that 

Andr. I learn'd it all * | +2444 

From a She-Slave that waits upon Semandra, 

ho told me, that Zipbares, with Conſent 

Df Archilaus, -wou'd beg her of the King, | 

hen he this Night ſno d Moni ma eſpouſe. [Soft Mufich 

or doubt, but when he once has ſeen Semandra, 

[he Charms of his new Queen will vaniſh. Hark, 

The ſacred Muſick ſounds !--The King and Queen are 
* (coming. 

Enter Archilaus, Ziphares, Semandra. 


zee, your Brother, Semandra, and her Father. | 
Phar. Oh, my lab'ring Breaſt ! how Hopes and Fears 


7 


at. 


ar it. m 

oſs my racl d Heart, like a poor Bark about! (peſt. 
2 ut ſoon the Calm will come, . riſn in the J em- 
Wa [Exeunt Phar. Pelop. and Andr. 


Ziph. By Heav'n, my Love, thou doſt diſtract my Soul; . 
here's not a Tear that falls from thoſe dear Eyes, 

ut makes my Heart weep Blood Oh, my Father] 
Il is not well: I found bo in the Morning, . 
ot like a Bride, with all her Maids about her, 
alf-ſmiling, now half-ſerious with her Thoughts 
what mult come; nor warm, nor bright, no bluſhing? 


„ 


A 
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But, Oh, the Gods! I found her on the Floor, 
In all the Storm of Grief, yet beautiful, 
Sighing ſuch Breath of Sorrow, that her Lips, 
Which late appear'd like Buds, were now o'er- blown, 
Pouring forth Tears at ſuch a laviſh rate, 
That were the World on fire, they might have drown'd 
The Wrath of Heav'n, and quench'd the mighty Ruin. 
Arch. Nothing, my Lord Tis all but Virgin's Fear: 
Marriage to Maids is like a War to Men, 
The Battel cauſes Fear ; but the ſweet Hopes 
Of winning at the laſt ſtill draws em on. 
Sem. Alas, my Lord! _ 45 [ Weeping. 
T 258 What, but alas? no more? When by the Hand 
1 led her to the Temple, thus ſhe fightd, 
And hung upon me: If thou truly lov'it me, 
If I may credit my Semandra's Tears, efore 
Think em not Drops of Chance, like other Womens, Vith f 
The Weather of their Souls, the Cryſtal Bubbles 
Which they can make at will; Oh, ſatisfy 
The longing of my Breaſt, and tell thy Sorrows. ather 


Sem. That Ido love you, Oh, all you Hoſt of Heav'n he K 
4 Be witneſs ; that you are dear to me, en Arch 
bu Dearer than Day to one whom Sight muſt leave, efer t 
1 Dearer than Life to one who fears to die: ate ye 
wh + O thou bright Pow'r be Judge, whom we adore;. . d th 
Be witneſs of my Truth, be witneſs of my Love! | 
mA. But yet I fear- 15 The « 
| * ' Ziph. That Fear, give me that Fear, Semandra, Te 
l Produce it in the uglieſt Form it has, | H. 
+ If anght that is deform'd can come from thee. - ter 
4 Sem. I ſhall, my Lord, fince you are pleav'd to he: Q 
wif  Unfold my Doubts, the Cauſe of all my Tears: (mel C 
1 Firſt then, I muſt complain of my hard Stars, dij 


WE —  Thatdidnot dart kind Luſtre on my Birth; = 
Por tho' at preſent, while your young Blood boils, Mith 


14 Your Reaſon cannot get the Rein of Pailion, _ aſt th 

4 Yet it will come, when long Poſſeſſion cloys you 3 thy « 
43 Then you will think, what Queens you might have hadWl! tre 

5 3 With Kingdoms for their Dower ; perhaps you may ill ma 
ibs Prove {0 unkind, to tell me of it too : 


. 
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r, En. our Eyes wou'd ſpeak . Weeping, 

nough to break the Heart of poor Semandr pak - "mY 

Ziph. Why doſt thou ſtab me with the dhe Tendemel 

lown, f thy fallſe Fears, and melt me into mourning ? | 

is moſt unſeaſonable on our Wedding-Day 

wn'd No be ſeen thus: I know thou canſt not me: 

Ruin. No, thou moſt lovely of the Fairer Kind, | 

Fear:W'hink not a Crown can ever change my Virtue, . _ 
Ih, who wou'd leave the Warmth of this lov'd Boſom 

or the cold Cares which black Ambition brings ? 

Sem. Spite oF ill- boding Dreams, uniucky 

ou muſt, you ſhall, you ought to be believ'd. 

nd, if I weep again, it is for joy 

2 _ Ni ht ſhall be your happy Bride. 

ithridates, mighty as thou art, 

425 Br Throne Princes tand dumb as Death, 

ith folded Arms, and their Eyes fix d to Earth; 

iſhonour brand me, if I wou'd not chuſe 

private Life with her whom my Soul loves, 

atner than live like thee, with all thy Titles, 

he King of Kings, without her. 

Arch. Pray, my Lord, 

efer till Mid-night theſe ſtrong Ecſtaſies: 

ate yet may put a Bar betwixt our Hopes, 

d then t the Loſs will be more hardly borne. 


Teav'r 


The Scene draws, diſcovering - the Inner Part of the 
ra, Jemple. Mithridates, Folding Monima the 
| Hand; his . 7; Av ont Sons and Daugh- 
ters attending Three Roman Captains, L. Caſſius, 
to he: G. Opp plas and M. Aquilius, bound in Gold 
ins, with many other Slaves flanding a 

diſtance. 


Mith. Not yet, O Rome, us gre Tyrant ſth World, 

alt thou ſubu'd the Aan Emperor. 

3 thy deſpite I hold my Glory il, 

ve had!! tread upon the Necks of conquer d Kings, 

may ill make thy Conſuls tremble at my Name; 
] c in one mightieft Word, to ſum up ali, 


s, 
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A Word, which like a Charm, might raiſe the Ghol 
Of Pyrrhus, and the experienc'd Hannibat 
To envy, and be dazzled at my Deeds; 

A Word, a Name, that comprehends all Honours, 3 

All Titles, Riches, Power, all Majeſty, | __ 

In ſpite of Rome, I'm Mitbri dates ſtill. 
Aquil. The Nations muſt confeſs, that Alexander " 

Cou'd not more dreadful to the Eaſt appear, 

Than you: ev'n Rome wou'd buy her Peace with Joy 

Cou'd you at reaſonable Rates afford 

Your Royal Friendſhip ; tho? by your Command, 

Moſt dreadful to Italian Memory, | Ws 

In one dark Day, damn'd in the Book of Fate, WW ni 

A hundred thouſand murder*d Romans fell. 

. Mith. Dareſt thou, Fomenter of theſe Wars, to talk 

Thou purple Source of all thoſe bloody Streams, 

Which have for more than thirty Years o'erflow'd 

The Afar Banks, and dy'd Euphrates red? 

Dar'ſ thou, Commiſſioner in chief to put | 

The Earth in Arms, and ſet the World on Flame, 

Once think of Peace? Now, by the fire - rob'd God, 

Thou ſhalt have Puniſhment that fits thy Crimes. 
Aquil. The braveſt muſt ſubmit, when Fortune frown 

ith. Deſire of Wealth, the Luft of 8 

And Palace- Plunder, caus'd thee with arm'd Legion 

T'invade a King, whole Father was Rome's Friend. 

But, by the aſſerted Juſtice of my Cauſe, 

The Help of Heav'n, and of my own Right Hand, 

I conquer'd "thee, and thou art now my Slave. 

Guards, ftrait convey. him to the Market-Place, 

Take off his wealthy Chains, and melt em down; 

Then, for a terrible Example to 
All ſordid Wretches, Souls made up of Avarice, Mit 

Pour down his Throat the rich diſived Mais, 

And gorge his Entrails with the burning Gold. 
Mon. Not, my dear Lord, upon your Nuptial D: 
Mith. On an Day, my Queen, to.do a aſtice 

Which all the Gods, and all good Men muſt like. 

For Lucius Caſſius, and for Quintus Oppins, , 


- 


A milder Defſiny's in ſtore. "Away with him. 


A 
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\ King of Pontus. * 
nd now we to the 1 —— Rites. a 
Aquil. er you join, me, prou mperory © 
=. what the Fates have put into my real 
ſee my Death, by Roman Arms — | 
— what Lucullus had ſo well 

ſhall end; Pompey, thy Glory's > Bain. 
our that gives me Death, ſhall be the laſt 
2 thy Quiet? ſwift Domeſtick Jars 
all overtake thee ; thou ſhalt add more Blood 
o that already ſhed from thy own BOwels: 
nd when at laſt ſubdu'd in all thy Wars, 
oil'd of thy Queens, thy Sons, and * ters laing 
hou ſeek'ſt fome Corner of thy conquer'd Empire 
o hide thy abandon'd Head in; then the Load 
a thy Woes ſhall come, one whom thou leaſt 
to tagt fear, long nouriſh'd. in thy im * Breaſt, 
all ſtab thee to the Heart, and end thy Days. 
at this, all this, and more may light u 0G 
pray che Gods; and ſo the Fark eize chop. 
Mith. Away, «to Death with the Prophetick Fool. 
mes [Ex. Guards with Aquilius. 
God, en, begin and let the Altar ſmoak 
p ith ſuch rich Victims, tothe well-pleas'd Gods, 

at they may ſmile from Heav'n, and give us Joy. 


Here follews the Entertainment : After which, 
the King and Queen return from the Altar to fit in 
State. An Image of Viftory deſeends with two 
Crowns in her Hangs ; but on a ſudden the En- 
18 gines break, aud caſt the Image forward on the 
de, Stage auth ſuch wiolence, = they daſb it in 
Ws — Mithridates Harting up, 


ce, M:th. Ha! whence? how fell this out? now 2 
5. ur Nuptials are not pleaſing to the Gods: | 
is for ſome Fault of mine, O Mynima, 

L hat Heav'n denies thy Beauties to my Boſom : 
tice nus, when we did approach the hallow'd Vault, 
like, prophelying Prieſt, with ſtart-up Hair, 
Pich rolling Eyes, and Noſtrils wide as Mouths, 


Ls Stopt ; 


* 
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Stopt us i th way, and ſaid, we were no Match. 
As well the nobleſt Salvage of the Field 

Might tamely couple with a fearful Ewe, 

Tygers engender with the timorous Deer, 

Wild muddy Boars defile the cleanly Ermin, 

Or Vultures ſort with Doves, as I with thee: 
"Tis a eroſs Thought, and much diſturbs me here. 

Mon. Command me die, &er give your Majeſty 
Cauſe of the leaſt Diſturbance. O my Lord! © Mi, 
Think you, that I wou'd lie within your Arms 
To hear you ſigh, and give me Tears for Love? om 
Or think you, tis to Empire I aſpire ? 2 
Rather di miſs me from your Breaſt, the Haven, 
Where I had hoarded all my Happineſs, | 
And caſt me out to a wide Sea of weeping. 

Mith. Howe'er the Pow'rs above ſhall deal with mei 
Racking my Heart with what they have fet down, 
Thou art our Queen. | 

Mon. O, tis an empty Name, 

A ſenſeleſs Sound, except I am your Love: 
IT find, I find, that I am loſt for ever. | 
J have but ſlept, -charm'd with a golden Dream, 


And now am wak'd to Beggary again. 'Þ 2 
Why did you take me from my Father's Wing ? rnal 
Who, tho' à petty Prince, was yet a World VOu'c 


Of Warmth to me; Why did you tempt me forth e T. 
With burning Love, and the bright Comet, Power? un 
Mith. Fright not thy tender Heart with falſe Sufpicionsd cor 


Iwill be ever thine: but give me leave o ſo 
A little to digeſt with ſerious Thoughts, 'd w 
The Anger of the Heav'ns Andravar! e not 

Andr. My Lord? © e ou'd, 
Phar. They whiſper, General.  [TPelopMWPlay 


Ziph. Coming forward, Stars, by your leave; 


Ill Omens may tae Guilty tremble at, my. 
Make every Accident a Prodigy, b 
And Monſters frame, where nn err'd: y Ad 


May the ſear'd Conicience ſtart at falling Meteors, en thi 
And call the Scream of every hoo ing Owl, _ 
Or croaking Raven, Fate's moi creadtul Voice: 


Fo 
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or me, I laugh at em; ſhou'd now the Heav'n 

lame with a thouſand Fires, ne'er ſeen before, 

nd Thunder beat the Winds from.every Corner, 

for for the Calm of all the Univerſe | 

ou'd I put off my Joys a Moment longer. 
and back, my Love; and, when I call, come forth: 
Minute makes us bleſt, or wretched ever. 


ty [Comes to the middle of the Stage, and kneels. 
8 Mith. Is there in all the Space of our wide Empire 
| ught of that moſt inefiimable Value, 

? o make Ziphares kneel? 

2 Ziph. There is, my Lord, 

„ us to adore you. 


Mith. O celeſtial Powers 8 

ark me your Subject out for all Misſortunes, 

ith mee Curſes of the Roman Mannius fall | 

avy upon me; Fortune's giddy Wheel, 

hich we have fix'd with our majeſtick Weight, 

m round with me; when I deny him aught 

at he can aſk with Honour. Riſe, my Son. 
ith. riſing. Since on the great Requeſt which I ſhall 


» e Peace or Trouble of my Life depends, (make, 
e Torment or the Pleaſure of my Soul, | 

2 ernal Griefs, or everlaſting Joys, 

vou'd recall to your Remembrance, Sir, 

rth We Toils and Hardſhips which my early Valour 

wer? $5 undergone; the many Fields I have fought 


d conquer'd too: and, as of old the Romans, 

o ſought the Conſulſhip, made bare their Breaſts, 
d with long Scars, and ſtudded o'er with Thruſts, 
e noble Wardrobe of the ſcarlet War: | 

ou'd, with bolder mention of my Deeds, 

play my Wourd: to move your Royal Favour, 

d offer, to the. Blood which I have ſhed, 

my Heart holds tor ſealing of your Promiſe. 

ith. O, hadit thou fought to poorly as thou ſpeak ſt, 


4: Actions, all the Laurels that lie green 
078; on thee, ſtrait wou'd wither, and be Duſt. 

| mention but thy laſt, thy laſt of Wars, h 
uch ev'n the Breath of Majeſty makes vile; & 


R Put re; 7 


Who bluſh'd to ſee what her own 
Had caſt Semandra in a Form Divine. 


Wou' d me ſink with ſhame, or ſcorn the Flatterer 
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So much below thy Valour is all Language 
Ziph. The Glory of that Battel is your own. 
Mith. Lo thee we owethe Day, our Life and Empire 

When fix Centurions bare me from my Saddle, 

And laid me groveling, for the violent Horſe 

To tread my Soul out; how did my brave Ziphares NWO 


Break thro their Walls of Steel, leap o'er the Rampan fler 


Of the dead Bodies that fenc'd me in, P44 : Nov 
eee er o 
Pious even in the Mouth of Slaughter; while 


On foot himſelf, he with his Battel-Ax | 

Bore down the Legions,drove whole Troops before him 3 

And brought their Eagles drooping from the Field ! 

Demand, I ſay; aſk me moſt royally, 

I will be laviſh to thy vaſt Ambition, 

And crown thy Wiſhes like a giving God. 
Ziph. In Thankfulneſs I bend me to the Earth ; n C. 

Once more fall proſtrate to your Majeſty, 


And pray the Gods to give you length of Days. o m 


Come forth, come forth, my Faireſt; break, my Da 
Appear, and charm, dazzle the whole Aſſembly. 
5 [Semandra comes forward 
Mith. A Wonder! ha! , | 
Ziph. She is, my Lord, the Boaſt, | 
The lovely Chance-word, — — of Nature, Mos 
lands had made; BN Z;,, 
As if miſtaking Moulds, ſhe unawares 


Sem. Theſe Praiſes, breath'd from any Lips but yo 
Lord of my Life, and Idol of my Love, 


But as they come from you, from that lov'd Mouth, Mad 1 


The tender Of rings of your fond Deſires, rill'd 

\ * I take em all, and die upon the Sound: d co 
To the driven Air my flying Soul is faſten'd ; ith ſu 
Each Word, each Syllable you ſpeak is mine; Mes 
Ves, I am Fair, a Qu 


ueen, a Goddeſs, 8 thing We 17 
That my dear Lord is pleas'd to have me be. 
Mith. She ——y . 5 


21% 
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Ziph. And with ſo good a Grace, 

That nothing but Rer Wit can charm byond it. 

Late in the Camp I languiſh'd with a Fever, 

And ſure had dy d, but for this Phyſician ; 

Who, in the midſt of all my fiery Pains, 

When Art was at a loſs, and I lay gaſping, 

ares Wou'd quite beguile my Sufferings with her Song, 

mparWHer welcome Pity, and her ſoft Endearments: 

Now, laying her chaſte Cheek, cold with her Tears, 

o mine, ſhe wou'd abate the raging Fire; 

ow, with warm Sighs, kindle my fading Spirits; 

\nd when I fainted, with a Kiſs recall me. 
Mith. By Heav'n ſhe weeps, and I cou'd drink theDew. 
Phar. He takes the Poiſon, faſt as I cou'd wiſh. 
Pelop. And Prince Ziphares forces her upon him. 
Arch. Hold, you are gone too far; ſpeak to the purpoſe. 
Ziph. Ambition therefore was not my Requeſt, 

n Colchis or in Beſphorus to reign : | 

zave to my Brothers all — and 

o me, this only Beauty for Reward. 


npire 


oſſeſs'd of all his Kingdoms, were thine Eye 

ike his who guides the Day, as thou cou'dfſt call 
all thy Journeys, what thou ſaw'ft thy own ; 

ler Eyes would match thy Luſtre: All thy Glories 

/ou'd be but Shadows, when this Face appear'd. 

Ziph. They wou'd, my Lord. 

Mith. They wou'd, my Lord! Yet more; 

y all my Royalties, a God might wed her, 

nd be a gainer by the beauteous Bride. 

Ziph. Such as ſhe 

Mith. Not Heav'n itſelf can mend her. 

fouths ad I as many Tongues as I have Languages, 

dilrd in all Speeches of the babbling World, 

d cou'd at once ſpeak to as many Nations, 
ith ſuch a Grace as might make Athens bluſh; 

Mercury, and by the Father of 

ie Muſes, I ſhou'd never ſpeak Semandra. 
ln. Oh, he is gone! his vow'd Fidelity 

paz'd away! 


0 1. II. B Mith, 


Ziph 


Mith. Reward ! Wert thou on Mithridates' Throne, 
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Mith, Tell me her Birth, E 
She muſt be more than Royal. 
Ziph. Fate, thy worſt: 
Let me be dumb for ever from this Moment. . 
Arch. In me your Majeſty may. pleaſe to read 
Her Father: What I want in Dignity, 
Be pleas d to fill up with my Services. 
Mith. Thy Daughter! | 
Arch. Yes, my gracious Lord, m Daughter. 
Mith. O pity, "Rk be oe ou'd be e 
The Child 4 Night; that ſuch a — of Cryſtal 
Shou'd have her Spring ſo muddy!  _. 
Thou dy'ſt, thou ſaucy, old, ambitious Dotard, 


Þ» BY 1g > ©) fry fs has 


E 


T 1 


Who dar'ſt to macth thy Lees of Blood with ours, Ser 
And daub the Throne of the immortal C a 
Ziph. Hold, hold, moſt awful, give 2 Deati As 
Impale me, burn me, bury me _—_ | Th 
But do not wrong this innocent. old Man,. My 
Theſe Hairs, which were made Silver in your Servio Vet 
O the good Gods! whom Fear cou'd never-ſhake, Con 
Your bitter Words have caus'd to tremble : See! Z 
With the Diſgrace, he weeps ; his Springs of Life, ¶ Con 
Which had been dry for fifty Years, this laſt Wh 
Affront has water'd : Stop 
Oh my poor Father! 4. 
Mith. Ha! that Name again, Perh 


Thou art no more my Son. For thee, Semandra, A gr 
Thou ſhalt attend our Queen; to Court, my Fair, N But i 


Where J muſt learn you to forget Ziphares, Eat y 
And match you equal to your Birth. | Or pe 
Sem. My Lord Zi phares Father. Zit 
Iith. = not back. | Neve 
Conduct the Queen, Pharnaces. Oh, Semandra! To di 
Tis to your Tears I ſacrifice my Juſtice ; ; The ( 


To them, your Father's Life Ell not deny, 
Who for Ambition did deſerve to die. 

- [#xeunt all but Ziphares and Archil 

Arch. Dotard ! and faucy ! nay, the Lees of Ble 
Now, by the Gods,” tis ſprightly as his own : 

Oh, tis too much to bear. For give me, Prince ; lolds 


King F Pontus. 27 
It breaks the very Neck of Loyalty: . f 
Perhaps, he whores my Daughter too. But firſt, 
Rather than ſee him wear my Glory's Spoils, 
Thou, my good Sword, that haſt ſo oft been drawn, 
And dy'd thy ſelf in Roman Bowels, to 
The very Guard, for this ungrateful King, 
Be faithful to me as thou ſtill haſt been, 
And pierte the Heart of thy diſhonour'd Maſter. 
7 Ziph. Oh, Archilaus! Oh, my kinder Father! 
| If you are ftirr'd thus at an angry Word, | 
What ſhould I be; I, who am loft indeed, | 
I who am ſtunn'd, I who ſuſtain'd the Stroke 
Of all the Anger of the Fates at once ? 
Semandra, O my Love! 
Arch. Reſtrain your Grief, 
AsI my Rage; and let us think apace, 
Tho' for my Daughter's Virtue I wou'd ſtake 
My immortal Part, my Fame ſo dearly bought, 
Yet Force, which he may uſe, will have its way: 
Conſider that. | 
Ziph. Conſider! how ſhou'd I | | 
Conſider, who grow mad with crouding Thoughts; = 
Where every one endeav'ring to be foremoſt, 
Stops up the Paſſage, and will choak my Reaſon? 
Arch. Once more f humbly to him, 
Perhaps 'tis but a ſudden ſhort-liv'd Fit, 
dra, A guit of Paſſion that may ſoon blow over. 
Fair, M But if you find it rooted in his Heart, 
Eat your way thro' him to your Happineſs, | 
Or periſh, like your Brother Mitbridates. | 
ner. Ziph. By Heav'n, I think it greateſt Happineſs, | 
Never to have been born ; and next to that, 
dra! To die: For who that wears his Fleſh can bear 
The Curſe'of Accidents, a Change like mine ? 
I who, ſome Moments paſt, wou'd not have chang'd 
Condition with the Bleſſed Gods themſelves ; 
Archi Now in all probability am loſt, 
; of Bl And ſtand upon the very Brink of Ruin. 
n: Arch. Vour Deſtiny's uncertain; Fate, as yet, 
rince; Milolds the Scale doubtful : Let us haſte to Court, 
| © Where 
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Where we ſhall learn which way the Balance falls. 
Zipb. Not half an Hour ago, methought ſecure 
I hugg'd my ſelf, and almoſt cou'd have wept, 
In mere Compaſſion to th' hard-fated World, 
Thinking how much my State was * ; 
Arch. Yet all the while you did not ſpy the Danger, 
Which crept inviſible, and undermin'd you. 
Ziph. Alas, T did not; without fear I ſtood : 
Like one, who on the Beach deſcribes from far 
A labouring Bark, with which the Billows war, 
Pities its State, wiſhing the Tempeſt gone, | 
But views not the near Sea come rolling on : 
So did with me my unſeen Fortune play, 
Till the Waves came, and waſl'd me quite away. 
. | IkExeunt. 


CIC eee eee 
ACT H. SCENE I. 


Enter Pharnaces and Pelopidas. 


LL hear no more; get me a hundred 
8 Horſe | 
To be our Guard, I'll bear her hence 
to: night, 
| a And raviſh her, by all the Fire that act 
This fearleſs Frame: I will. Declare the diff rence ? 
Is not the Blood of Queens and Princeſſes 
Like other Womens? Souls alike infus'd ? 
Their Banquets richer, and the Drinks they taſte 
The very Spirits of the purple Vine? | 
Yet we mult think 'em cold as candy'd Ice, 
Not a Thought ſtarting free from warm Deſires; 
As thebleak Girl upon the Mountain's 'Top, _ 
Cover'd with Snow, beaten with conſtant Winds, 
That feeds on Herbs and Roots, and drinks the Deu 
Pelop. What, wou'd you have her fall ike —_— * 
. Of 


Whom yet no Sun has ſhone upon, no Warmth 
To ripen ? *bate a little of this Fire. 
Phar. Pelopidas, I oft have told you, that 
She knew my Love, before ſhe ſaw my Father; 
For in the Plunder I firſt lighted on her : 
Tho' afterwards he took my beauteous Spoil, 
nger, As now he does my Brother's. I alledg'd, 
As late I led her weeping to her Chamber, 
My conilant Paſſion, and his Breach of Faith, 
All that a Love moſt violent cou'd put 


Into a Lover's mouth, like mine; but ſhe unmov'd, > | 


Inſenſible reply'd ; The King, 'twas poſlible, 
At laſt might kill her with his Cruelty ; 

Yet to the utmoſt Moment of her Life 

She wou'd adore him with ſuch ſpotleſs Love, 
Such moſt romantick Faith, and ſuch a deal 
Of whining Grief, that in a Rage I flung 
Away, and left her talking to her ſelf. 


xt unt. 


He that will win a moſt exalted Beauty, 

Muſt bend his Soul low, as he bows his Body, 

Watch every Glance, obey her e'er ſhe ſpeaks, 

Caſt up his Eyes at each affected Word, 

And {wear—— Beſides her Honour, Sir, her Honour, 
Obliges her to fland a while at diſtance. 

Phar. Tis almoſt empty; Honour, Courtſhip, all 
But gaudy Nonſenſe. O Pelapidas, | 
Rather than buy my Pleaſure with ſuch Baſeneſs, 

Td be a Brute: Now, by my Life, methinks, 
that act The happier Creature caſt before my Eyes; 

he generous Horſe, looſe in a fow'ry Lawn, 
Vith choice of Paſture, and of Cryſtal Brooks, 
And all his chearful Miſtreſſes about him, 


ie he White, the Brown, the Black, the Shining-Bay, | 


nd every dappled Female of the Field ; 
Now by the Gods for aught we know, as Man 
$3 Thinks him a Beaſt, Man ſeems a Beaſt to him. 
Pelop. Be more conſiderate, leſs raſh and hot; 


ids, have thought of an Expedient to gain her. 
the Deu Phar. Thou art my better Genius, and ſhalt flouriſh, 
owF rut B 3 When 


W ho! 


29 


Pelop. And do you think this Haughtineſs will carry't ? 


— — — 


As publickly I ſhew'd it as Ziphares : 


| Cools every Hour to his new-marry'd Bride, 
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30 MITHRIDATES, 
When Archilaus, like a blaſted Tree, 
Lies rotting to the Ground. 
Pelop. Did Mithridates 
Know of your Love to Marina? 
Phar. He did: 


Yet he; who like the Heſperian Dragon, thinks 
The Golden Fruit of Beauty all his own, 
Flew at me as a Thief, who, while he 2 
Had ſtoln his Prize, and made me pay it back; 
Or ſwore, my Life ſhau'd be the fatal Forfeit. 
Pelep."Tis as I cou'd have wiſh'd : Thus then, the King 
Whoſe Heart Semandra kindles into Flame, 


And will not bed yet till the Coranation. 

A mere put-off, wading in deep Diſguſt, 

And wiſhing for pretence to part for ever. 
Phar. Which he ſhall have; this Head of thine has 
Pehp. I, and the needful Andravar, (thought it. 


Who feels the Pulſe of his Affection, WH, 
Will ſwear boldly, Ti 
As Witneſſes, who had both ſeen and heard 

The jealous Mani ma, inrag d with Love, He 
But more for what her vaſt Ambition loſt, * 


Strove to revive the Paſſion that you bore her: 
But you moſt generouſly oppos'd her Charms, 
Which with unwillingneſs you ſhall confeſs, 
And beg pry fiery Father to forgive her. 


Phar. Pithy, and ſhort ; thou art the Soul of Count uf 

Pelop. The very breaking of the Buſineſs throws Th 
Her into Priſon ; where, while I guard the Door, P 
Your Highneſs may, with as mach eaſe, perform H 
Your pleaſure, as your faithful Servant thought it. - 


* Phar. In Thanks the vileſt, fawning, lying Slave 
Wou'd ſpeak thee fairer than Pharnaces ſhall ; 
But let my Deeds be grateful to my Soldier. 


King Pontu. 
What News, my Andravar ? 


Andr. Your Guardian-Spirit 
Now lays about him, and 1nviſibly 


Old Arcbilaus puſhing on his Fate; 

And amorous Ziphares, led by Love, 

To tumble from the Top of all his Hopes. 
Defiance from the Roman Conſul Glabrlo, 
I ſent, and the third Ponticł War renew'd. 


Acts wonders for you, madding all the Court ; 
Semandra weeping, and your Father burning; 
Monima, like a Widow'd-Turtle, mourning : 


But Love fo rocks your Father's drouſy Brain, 


That all the Trumpets of the thundring 


ions 


Can ſcarce awake him. See where he comes! 


ine bas Enter Mithridates attended. 
His haughty Courage ſcarce ſubmitting to 


The „ which preſſes him; but ſtriking out. 


Mith. She muſt be mine, this admirable 
Her Charms are now inevitable grown; 


reature, 


And, while I ſeem to fright her from my Son, 
I talk and gaze, and dote to my undoing. 
See her no more; loſe her with weighty Thoughts, 


And drown her in the Ocean of thy Power 


In vain does Buſineſs fink her to 
This Bladder, Love, ſtill bears her up again 


He plunges in his Paſſion, ſpends his force, 
And ſtruggles with the Toil that holds him 
Mith. See her no more——aild live! im 


In vain I ſtrive with Cares to 23 her down, 
the bottom: 


932 —— 4 
. 
- 


Phar. Like a caught Lion, raging in the Snare, 


faſter. 
poſlible ! 


As well I might bid Meteors Keep their Lul 
When all the ſhining Exhalation's ſpent 
That fed their ſhort-liv'd Glory, 


B 4 
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IT HRI DATES. 
| "Hons Mains. 


Mon. O Mithridates ! O my cruel Lord ! 
I, come with all the violence of Grief, 
To take my laſt Farewell. 
Mith. What means the Queen ? | 
Mon. The Queen! O Mockery of State! 
Pageant of Greatneſs ! wonder'd at a while, 
But ftreight neglected like a common, thing. 
I come, my Lord, to beg (O Heav'ns!) your Leave, 8 
Your Royal Licence, to retire from Court; 4 
And ſince my Father by your Bounty reigns B 
At Epheſus, I there wou'd go to mourn, N B 
And languiſh out my wretched Life's remain. | 
- Mith. Why will you add new Troubles to my Boſom, 
Already burden'd with the Wrath of Heav'n, 
By your unneceſſary Grief? 
Mon. From Earth, I fear, 
And not from Heav'n, thoſe cloudy Cares are drawn. 
Mith.No matter whence, they're dangerous to partake: 
The tender Face of Beauty cannot bear 'em ; 
For, if from Earth they come, their Damp will ſtifle: 
And, if from Heav'n, their Influence is blaſting. 
Mon. Were you but kind, my Lord, as once you were, 
What blaſting cou'd I fear ? what Dangers, 
In all the Horrors of moſt dreadful Death? - 
But you are pleas'd that I ſhould not complain. 
Andr. Semandra, by your Majeſty's Appointment, 
Attends without. 1121 
Mith. Fair Moni ma, retire: 
Vou will oblige me by a Confidence; 
I cannot be but yours; Affairs of State 
Now take me from you. | 
Mon. Say the Affairs of Love. 
I wou'd, my Royal Lord, but cannot blame you: 
I feel a Spirit within me, which calls up 
All that is Woman wrong'd, and bids me chide ? 
But you are Mithridates, that dear Man | 
Whom my Soul loves; elſe, were you all the Kin 9 
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All Worlds, all Gods, I cou'd let looſe upon you, 
For thoſe deep Injuries which I muſt ſuffer; 
Cou'd, like the fighting Winds, diſturb all Nature 
With venting of my Wrongs ; but I am huſh'd 
As a ſpent Wave, and all my fiery Powers 
Are quench'd, when I but look upon your Eyes, 
Where, like a Star in Water, I appear 
A pretty Sight, but of no influence, 
And am at beſt but now a ſhining Sorrow. 
| [Ex. led by Pharnaces. 

Mith. O Love! if that the Face of ſuch Affection, 
Such modeſt Sweetneſs, and ſuch humble Virtue, 
As my Queen bears, fix not my wandring Heart, 
Break, break thy Bow, and burn thy uſeleſs Arrows: 
By Heav'n, her Kindneſs ſtrikes my troubled Soul. 


Enter Semandra with Andravar attending. 


But ſee, ſhe's loſt again, Semandra comes, 

Who drowns like bluſhing Noon her paler Dawn, 

And ſhews like Summer to che infant Spring. 

Semandra, what, ſtill weeping ? will not 

The Wealth which the Sun ſees throughout the Eaſt | 
— up your Tears? methinks, an Empire might | 
Suffice for any Loſs. I give you all my Power; 

And, with it, ſuch a Heart, as nought but Love 
Cou'd bow : I throw it bleeding at your Feet. 
Behold, behold, Semandra, while I bluſh, 

The great Effects of your commanding Beauty. 

Sem. Were you yet greater than you are, which ſcarce 
The Gods can make you; tho* no bounds but Heav'n 
Did limit your large Sway ; tho' in your Perſon all | 
The Graces met that every Man ador'd, | 
The Bluſh of riſing Youth, the conquering Eyes, 

The noble Smiles, and thoſe moſt paſſionate Beauties, 
Which drew my Heart to idolize your Son; 
I cou'd not love you. 

Mith. Oh, unmerciful! 

Sem. You ſaid, my Lord, but now, | | 
You bluſl'd to think of your degraded Power:; | 

B 5 Ho w | 


- MITHRIDATES, 
"Enter Monima. 


Mon. O Mithridates ! O my cruel Lord ! 
I, come with all the violence of Grief, 
To take my laſt Farewell. 
Mith. What means the Queen ? 
Mon. The Queen! O Mockery of State ! 
Pageant of Greatneſs ! wonder'd at a while, 
But ſtreight neglected like a common, thing. 
I come, my Lord, to beg (O Heav'ns!) your Leave, 8 
Your Royal Licence, to retire from Court ; A 
And ſince my Father by your Bounty reigns B 
At Epheſus, | there wou'd go to mourn, B 
And languiſh out my wretched Life's remain. | 
- Mith. Why will you add new Troubles to my Boſom, 
Already burden'd with the Wrath of Heav'n, 
By your unneceſſary Grief? 
Mon. From Earth, I fear, 
And not from Heav'n, : thoſe cloudy Cares are drawn. 
Mith.No matter whence, they're dangerous to partake: 
The tender Face of Beauty cannot bear 'em ; 
For, if from Earth they come, their Damp will ftifle ; 
And, if from Heav'n, their Influence is blaſting. 
Mon. Were you but kind, my Lord, as once you were, 
What blaſting cou'd I fear ? what Dangers, 
In all the Horrors of moſt dreadful Death ? - 
But you are pleas'd that I ſhoald not complain. 
Andr. Semandra, by your Majeſty's Appointment, 
Attends without. 28 
Mith. Fair Moni ma, retire: 
Vou will oblige me by a Confidence; 
I cannot be but yours; Affairs of State 
Now take me from you. 
Mon. Say the Affairs of Love. 
I wou'd, my Royal Lord, but cannot blame you: 
J feel a Spirit within me, which calls up 
All that is Woman wrong'd, and bids me chide ? 
But you are Mithridates, that dear Man 
Whom my Soul loves; elſe, were youall the Kin P 
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All Worlds, all Gods, I cou'd let looſe upon you, 
For thoſe deep Injuries which I muſt ſuffer; 
Cou'd, like the fighting Winds, diſturb all Nature 
With venting of my Wrongs ; but I am huſh'd 
As a ſpent Wave, and all my fiery Powers 
Are quench'd, when I but look upon your Eyes, 
Where, like a Star in Water, I appear 
A pretty Sight, but of no influence, 
And am at beſt but now a ſhining Sorrow. 
; [ Ex. led by Pharnaces: 
Mith. O Love! if that the Face of ſuch Affection, 
Such modeſt Sweetneſs, and ſuch humble Virtue, 
As my Queen bears, fix not my wandring Heart, 
Break, break thy Bow, and burn thy uſeleſs Arrows: 
By Heav'n, her Kindneſs ſtrikes my troubled Soul. 


Enter Semandra with Andravar attending. 


-Y 


But ſee, ſhe's loſt again, Semandra comes, 
Who drowns like bluſhing Ncon her paler Dawn, 
And ſhews like Summer to the infant Spring. | 
Semandra, what, ſtill weeping ? will not | 
The Wealth which the Sun ſees throughout the Eaſt | 
- up your Tears ? methinks, an Empire might 4 
Suffice for any Loſs. I give you all my Power; 
And, with it, ſuch a Heart, as nought but Love 
Cou'd bow: I throw it bleeding at your Feet. 
Behold, behold, Semandra, while I bluſh, 
The great Effects of your commanding Beauty. 

Sem. Were you yet greater than you are, which ſcarce 
The Gods can make you; tho' no bounds but Heav'n | 
Did limit your large Sway; tho' in your Perſon | 
The Graces met that every Man ador'd, , 
The Bluſh of riſing Youth, the conquering Eyes, 
The noble Smiles, and thoſe moſt paſſionate Beauties, 
Which drew my Heart to idolize your Son; 
I cou'd not love you. 

Mith. Oh, unmerciful ! 

Sem. You ſaid, my Lord, but now, 
You bluſt'd to think of your degraded Power; 
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| How wou'd Mankind, when they ſhall read my Story, 


How wou'd the weeping Maids curſe my Remembrance, 


„ MITHRIDATES, 
How then ought I to blaſh ? I, who ſhou'd be 
The daily Curſe of your repining Subjects? 


I, who am bound by Oaths and Vews, 
To Love Ziphares, by my Father's Order, 
And by the tendereſt Inchnation too ? 


Mith. You ſtrike me dead. | 
Sem. Oh, do but think, my Lord, | 


Tear all the Rolls, or throw em to the Flames 


5 I for Pride of Power, a 3 1 
udy Nothing, prove in „ perjur'd ! 
*. al the Goodneſs of cke! — 
And break for ever with his matchleſs Virtue ! 
Mith. You have ſaid, and I confeſs it to be heavenly: WW - 
T know, and till I ſaw your Eyes, I lov'd ( 
The Virtue of my Son; I lodg'd himnear 1 
My Heart, and ſet him down my Succeſſor: 1 
But now, oh hear, and wonder at your Power, 1 
Spite of his noble Acts, tho to his Arm 1 
I owe my Life, tho' Juſtice ſpeaks ſo loud, 1 
And the {oft Tongue of Nature pleads ſo well, Y 
J hate him more than I did ever love him. 1 
Sem. Alas! wou'd I had dy'd, when firſt you ſaw me. 
Mith Had he conſpir'd my Death,uſurp'd. my Throne, 


Perhaps I might have doom'd him to be ſlain, O 
Yet ſure I ſhou'd have wept to ſee him die; A 
But now, ſince he mult raviſh that lov'd Gem Ca 
I prize above the World, tearing you from me, D 
Giving me twenty Deaths, and cutting through T! 
My very Soul, ſhou'd I my Empire give If 
To buy his Fate, I think it vaſtly ſold. Of 
Sem. Then blaſted be the Form that charm'd yourEye: Yo 
His Fate! Oh, Gods! then you-defign his „ NM 
To reap the bloody Harveſt of his Life, (W 
And, At, eus-like, to feed on your own Bowels. Ic 
But know, proud Monarch, there are Powers, who ſa Co 
And _ Crimes like yours : nor can I doubt, Yo 
But they will fave from your moſt impious Rage 1 


My poor lov'd Lord, innocent Ziphares, [Weeping By 
| ; Mit 


1 


Mith. Thoſe Waters more i my jealous Flame, 
And thoſe heay'd Sighs but | my. Anger's LE 
Your fatal Kindneſs ns on his Death; 

And that untimely Doom; which I forbore 

To execute, ſeems neceſſary now: 

You give him all your Stock of richeſt Love, 

Vour Tears, your longingLooks, your Smiles your Groans, 
And — him with e &.: 
But niggardly to me, ou will not 8: 

A pitying Glance, — pearly Deep to. ranſom 

The le Jour of this defparng Mithridates. 

Andravar, go, and he Prince to Priſon. 

Sem. Stay, Andrawar z the King has call'd you back: 
See, he repents: Nay, I muſt hold you then, * 
And, if you ſtir, you take Semandra * * 

O Mithridates ! O ungrateful Prince 

What was it you did order? But behold, | 

His Eyes are fix d upon the Ground, he bluſhes 
To think he cou'd ſo monſtrouſly | decree ot 

To murder the — Hopes of all his Kingdoms; 
The Gods be prais'd for this ſerene Repentance ; 
Yet, with the fright, I fear I ſhall not fleep | 

Till Death does cloſe my Eyes. 

ſaw me. Mith. O riſe, Semandra 

Throne, Sem. Never, J never will. 
Oh, all you pity ing Powers, will not my Cries 
And piercing Woes move you to melt his Soul ? 
Can you be leaf ? Oh cruel Mzithridates! 
Did you but know the Workings you have made, 
The — Plight, the panting Paſſions here, 

If you had but a Grain of all that World 

Of Love, you ſwore you had once for Semandra, 
You cou'd not ſee me thus: Miſery diiracts 

My Reaſon ; ſhou'd you turn to a new Rage, 
(Which I muſt fear, unleſs you vow to ſave him) 
I cou'd not bear it; you ſhou'd ſee me fall 
Cold, pale, and with my Death's Convulſions graſping 


Your water'd Feet, but never more ariſe. 


By all thoſe Powers we worſhip, by your ſelf, When 
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Mith. Give me your beauteous Hand; I ſwear upon it, 


— — — — — — o 
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When e'er Ziphares dies, Semandra kills him: 
She ſhall alone have Power to give him Death, 
Or to recall his moſt untimely Fate. Inf . 


Enter Ziphares and Archilaus. 


Thus dearly do I buy the red Impreſſion 
Which my _ make ; bat take, take it from me, 
My Blood boils up again, my Spirits kindle, 
That lovely Brand has lent my Wiſhes Flame, 
And I am loſt again in vaſt Deſire. | 
Ziph. Semandra ! Live I once to ſee thee more, 
Tho in my Father's Arms? "Tis Heav'n, to gaze 
On thy aſſaulted Honour, thus to ſee thee, 
Thus tempted from me with the Charms of Empire, 
Yet not conſenting ! no, I'll not think the World, 
Laid at thy Feet, | vo 
Cou'd win thy Faith! 
Yet, O dread Sir, forgive me; 
If that my boding Heart ſuſpects you more 
Than all that Heav n cou'd ſend down great and charming, 
Or Hell cou'd raiſe up horrid to deſtroy me. 
Mith. O Glory! 0 5 
Arch. O, conhder, Sir, on that; 
Think how the Romans will deſpiſe your Wars, 
If Love now drive you——Speak, my Lord: he yields. 
Ziph. Oh, Royal Sir, or if the Name of Father 
Can move you more, by that I will conjare you; 
By all the Charms of Stratonice's Eyes, 
When firſt they drew you to adore their Luſtre ; 
By alt the Pains you gave her, when ſhe bore me 
By all the Obedience I have paid you long, 
And by the Blood IT yet intend to loſe 
In your behalf; Oh grant me my Semandra. 
Siem. Ev'n by the Paſſion my unkappy Beauty 
Firſt kindled in you (but I hope is dying) 
Give me Ziphares, give him to my Longings. 
Mith. Tis done; the Conqueſt is at laſt obtain'd, 
And manly Virtue lords it o'er my Paſſion: 
It ſhall be ſo; away, thou feeble God, 


ing, 


, 


King of Pontus. 

T baniſh thee my Boſom ; hence, I ſay, 
Be gone, or I will tear. the Strings that hold thee, 
And ftab thee in thy Heart. The Wars come on; 
By Heav'n, I'll drown thy laughing Deity 
In Blood, and drive thee with my brandiſh'd Sword 
To Rome, I will, yes, to the Capitol ; | 
There to reſume thy Godhead once again, 
And vaunt thy Majeſty without controul ; 
But never reign in Mzithridates Soul. | 

Arch. O wonderful Effect of higheſt Virtue! 
O Conqueſt, which deſerves more Triumphs than 
A hundred Victories in Battle gain'd. 

Ziph. You muſt, you ſhall be now the Lord of Rome; 
Her Fate ſhall bow beneath your awful Scepter. 

Olet me not enjoy the Life you promis'd, 

The vaſt Poſſeſſion of the rich Semandra, 

If I ſtrike not Reme's Eagles to the Earth, 

Take the Imperial Standard, chaſe their Legions, 
And bring in Triumph all their Leaders bound. 

Mith. Andravar, haſte,” proclaim throughout the City 
My Son Ziphares General againſt the Romans. [Ex. Andr. 
Come to my Breaſt once more, my deareſt Son; 

In ſpite of Love, thou art again my Child ; 

Thus with a Father's Bowels I receive thee, 

'Thus melting o'er thee with the tendereſt Nature, 
I pray the Gods to crown thy Youth with Glory. 

Zipb. Oh Happineſs! Oh Joy! Oh bleſſed Tears! 
Reward this Goldnefs, Heav'n ; for poor Ziphares 
Is now ſo loſt, he knows not what to ſay. 

Let me devour your Hands with filial Dearneſs: 

Were my whole Life to come, one Heap of Troubles, 
The Pleaſure of this Moment wou'd ſuffice, 

And ſweeten all my Griefs with its Remembrance. 

Sem. O happy Hour! if I not ſet thee down, 
The whiteſt that the Eye of Time &er ſaw, 

Let me ne'er ſmile when I remember thee, | 
Nor ev'n in Withes offer ata Joy. [Shouting ⁊vithin. 

Mith. Hark, with loud Cries theSoldiers ſend theirJoysz 
Go then, with the beſt Bleſſings I can give tliee, 
Conduct my chearful Subjects to the Field; W 


| 
| 
g 
| 
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Thus prais'd, encourag'd, an 


You ſhall be plac'd, till yours and my Ziphares 
Return in Trium * where no Eyes ſhall ſee 


Make bare your Sword, my noble Father, draw. 


Take all the fighing Virgin's Wiſhes with thee, 

Subdue the Conſul, and receive Semandra. 
Ziph. O do not doubt me, my moſt Royal Lord, 

If now I conquer not, thus help thus promis'd,, 


thus over-bleſt, 

Jam the Mark for all T1209 ER | 
The Synod of the Gods td ſhoot their Fires at. 

Mith. Semandra, veil your Beauties from my Eyes 
I wou'd not truſt their Influence, tho' I thank 
The Pow'rs above, ſo ſtrongly Nr = Virtue, 
I think I might, and fear not a Relapſe: 
In an Apartment, proper for your Grief, 


Your Private Walks, nor mark your ſecret Sorrow. 
J thus divided you, that your Meeting may 

Be yet more grateful. Haſte, my Son, to Battle: 
Be ſhort in parting, for there is no End 


Of Lovers Farewels. The Powers above preſerve you. And 


. [Ex. Mith: avzzh Pelop. and Andi Vet 
Ziph. Farewell, Semandra; O, if my Father ſhou'l A 


Fall back from Virtue, ('tis an impious Thought!) Se 
Yet I muſt aſk you, cou'd you in my Abſence, The 
Sollicited by Power and charming Empire, Fare' 
And threaten'd too by Death, forget your Vows ? A. 
Con'd you, I ſay, abandon poor Zibbares, Zi 
Who midſt of Wounds and Death would think on yo Rem 


And whatſoe'er Calamity ſhou'd come, 
Wou'd keep his Love ſacred to his Semandra, 
Like Balm, to heal the heavieſt Misfortune ? 
Sem. Your cruel Queſtion tears my very Soul : 
Ah, can you doubt me, Prince? a Faith, like mine, 
The ſofteſt Paſſion that e er Woman wept ; 
But as reſolv'd as ever Man cou'd boaſt: 
Alas, why will you then ſuſpe& my Truth? 
Yet ſince it ſhews the Fearfulneſs of Love, 
"Tis juft I ſhow'd endeavour to convince you: 


Arch. What wou'dſt thou now ? 
| Sen 
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gem. I ſwear upon it, Oh, 3 

Be witneſs, Heav'n, and all Feine Pow'rs, 

Of the true Love I give the Prince Ziphares: 

When I in thought forſake my plighted Faith, 

Much leſs in Act, for Empire change my Love; 

May this keen Sword by my own Father's Hand 

Be guided to my Heart, rip Veins and Arteries; 

And cut my faithleſs Limbs from this hack'd Body, 

To feaſt the ravenous Birds, and Beaſts of prey. 

Arch. Now, by my Sword, "twas a good hearty Wiſh ;;. 

And, if thou play'ſt him falſe, this faithful Hand 

As heartily ſhall, make thy Wiſhes good. . 

Ziph. O hear mine too. If e'er fail in aught 

That Love requires in ſtricteſt, niceſt Kind; 

w. May I not only be proclaim'd a Coward, 

But be indeed that moſt deteſted thing. 

: May I, in this moſt glorious War I make, 

Be beaten baſely, ev'n by Glabrio's Slaves, 

And for a Puniſhment loſe both theſe Eyes: 

Yet live, and never more behold Semandra. [Trumpets 
Arch.Come,no more wiſhing; hark,the Trumpets call.. 
Sem. Preſerve him, Gods, preſerve his Innocence: 

The nobleſt Image of your perfect ſelves : 

Farewel; I'm-loit in Tears. Where are you, Sir? 

? Arch. He's gone. Away, my Lord, you'll never part. 

Ziph. T go; but mult turn back for one laſt Lock: 

n youll Remember, O remember, dear Semandra, 

That on thy Virtue all my Fortune hangs; 
Semandra is the Bus'neſs of the War, | 
Semandra makes the Fight, draws every Sword; 
Semandra ſounds the Trumpets; gives the Word. 
une, So the Moon charms her watry World below; 
Wakes. the Kill Seas, and makes em ebb and flow. 


v. 


Sen 
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ACT II SCENE I 
The Field, 


Enter Ziphares bloody, with Soldiers. 
RE theſe, are theſe the Maſters of ü 


Ha- 


Lil 


World? Of! 

O, my brave Friends, how have ye In F 

b fought to-day! To 

x Lou fought,as if you all hadMiſtreſſ A 
Who from ſome Battlement beheld your Valour, Com 
And from your Arms expected all their Fortune. ol 
Oh! had you heard 'em clap their tender Hands, ron 
Beat their white Breaſts, and rend the wond*ring Heav'n AG 
With their ſhrill Cries, you cou'd not have done more + 2 c 
Your Looks were Baſiliſks to Roman Blood, us - 


Your very Breath was as the furious North, 
And drove the Legions, like the Chaf, before you. hic 


; Nor was I idle; witneſs the Wounds I feel, ran 
Tho' Glabrio, at diſtance, ſnunn'd the Force Soon 

Of my far-darted Javelin, yet it ſtruck Zit 

| A Tribune down, and did not uſeleſs fall. he 1 

| What more remains, but that we haſte to meet ind { 

| ViRorious Archilaus, plunder their Tents, His L 
And loaded with the — we have won, Seman 

March to Synope, ſhouting all the way, he 1 
| Long live the King of Kings, great Mithridates ? Faſt to 
aze ' 

| Enter Archilaus, attended. heſe 

| 8 ind fo 

[ Arch. O Prince] thou Life, thou Soul ofall the Army hate 

| To whoſe dear Hand thrice I did owe my Life, Arch 
When thrice this day my Horſe was kill'd beneath me Of our 

O rengwn'd Day! this one Day of thy Valour Rs 

4 HaSult b 


King of Pontus. A1 
Has drown'd in dark Oblivion all my Wars: bs 
Like Time itſelf, thy Glory ſhall run on, 
While mine, my fifty Iron Years of Battle, 
Lies ſmear'd in Duſt, and moulders into Aſhes. 

Ziph.Yes, Father,now I cou'd grow proud of Conqueſt, 
Since it muſt give your Daughter to my Arms, 
Methought to-day, when I had given the Word, 
Semandra, Victory declar'd herſelf, 
E'er yet a Death by any Hand was given: 
Ev'n now my Blood more heats my youthful Veins, 
My Cheeks grow redder, with the Expeftacion 
Of Love's dear promis'd Joys, than when I ſtrove 
In Flame of Fight with all my Toil upon me, 
To cut my way, and win the famous Field. 

Arch. Grant me, ye Gods; before the Hand of Death 
Comes like eternal Night with her dark Wing, 
To bar the comfortable Light for ever 
From theſe my aged Eyes; O let me ſee 
A Grandchild of my Prince's ſacred Blood, 
more T'o call him mine, to feel him in my Arms, 
To hear his innocent talk, and ſee him. ſmile, 
While I tell Stories of his Father's Valour, 
Which he in time muſt learn to imitate : 
rant me but this, you Gods, and make an end, 
Soon as you pleaſe, of this old happy Man. 
Ziph. I feel a Gladneſs lighting in my Breaſt, 
he kindled Joy diſperſes quickly thro me, 
\nd ſays, e' er yet the ſetting Sun has quench'd 

is Love in his cold Mittreis' Bed, 
Semandra ſhall be mine, ev'n all Semandra: 
he Thought is Extaſy ! theſe Arms ſhall hold her 
Faſt to my throbbing Breaſt z theſe raviſh'd Eyes 
aze till they're blind, with looking on her Bluſhes 3 
heſe ſtifling Lips ſhall ſmother all her Smiles, 
and follow her with ſuch Purſuit of Kiſſes, | 
Army {7 bat ev'n our Souls ſhall loſe themſelves in Pleaſure 
Arch. Firſt, ſend a flying Meſſenger, with News 
th me Of our great 3 

Ziph. Ziphares ſelf 
Ha Auſt be the Harbinger of his own Joy: 


you. 


12 


Il, 
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Pl go with the beſt mounted Cavalry, : her 
While you behind conduct, on eaſy March, 
The weary'd Army. Once — me look 

My Father thus. E P 2.77 

Arch. My Heart bodes Happineſs.. - 

Ziph. 'T were Sin to doubt, fince Fortune had no hand 
In what our Swords by dint of Valour won: 
She to the Brave was ever a curſt Foe;. 
But I at laſt have bound her to my Chariot, 
By conquering Virtue to be dragg'd along 3 
And while her broken Wheel is proudly born, 
She ſhall be fore d our Triumph to adorn. 


SCENE II. The Palace-Garden, WP", 
Enter Pharnaces and Andravar, 155 

Andr. Then there is hope, my Lord, th' unſettl'd King 2 
May yet relapſe, and fall to love again. f a Forc 
Phar. Tis certain that the End will crown our Wiſhes. T,, le 
Late as I pry'd about Semandra's Gardens, That 
Mad that our Plot of Ground; ſo plough'd to bear, Of ſt 
Shou'd yield no Fruit, ſtill thoughtful how to work him, As D 
And watch for ſome. Accident to fit 2 5 7 
Our Purpoſe, and redeem the loſt Deſign: J feel 
1 change! to ſpy the fair Semandra ſleeping; Fire 
But, in that Poſture ſhe appear © ſo lovely, And, 
Bold as I am, ſhe charm'd me into wonder: Pe 
But- ſtrait thy General came to reſcue me, Your 
Who took the Hint immediately, and went. But { 
To ſee the King. | WU Note 
Andr. I gueis the good Deſign, Diſtu 
To draw him on to ſee our beauteous Foe. M; 
Phar. You have it; and 'tis more than half effected Can 

I ſaw em walk: Pelopidas, by his Action, If yo 
J know did kindle him with wondrous Praiſe, P. 
But once to view the bright Se mandra ſleeping: With 


But the King ſtopt, as if he fear d to go; The 


Ther 
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hen ade eng glanc'd, . and figh'd, and walk'd agai 
Rubbing his Bard upon his Face to bige | | A 


he riding Bluſhes : but, behold. em here! 
Enter Mithridates, Pelopidas. 


Mith. What are her Charms to me? 
Pelop. "Tis true, they are not; 
And yet, methinks, the Sight might draw down Fours 
Yet, I'd not aſk you, forthe World, to ſee her; 
But that I think you're Maſter of your Pramiſe: — 
Il thought your godlike Frame, your Strength of Mindy 
erally, Not to be ſhook, therefore I wood you, Sir, 
In Curiofity, to ſee a Wonder; | 
But, if you doubt yourſelf 
* Mith. I think I need not: , 
T think my Virtue is reſolv*d ; but yet, 
I fear, and therefore I will go no farther. 

Pelop.” Tis well reſolv d, and yet, methinks, twould raiſg 
Your Pity, more than Love, to ſee the Tears 
Force thro her ſnowy Lids their melting Courſe, 

To lodge themſelves on her red murm'ring Lips, 
That talk ſuch mournful Things; when ſtrait a Gale 
Of ſtarting Sighs carries thoſe Pearls away, 

As Dews by Winds are wafted from the Flowers. 

Mith. T's wondrous pitiful; by Heaven, it is l 
I feel her Sorrow working here; it calls 
Fire to my Breaſt and Water to my Eyes, 

And, if I durſ. 

Pelop. If you the leaſt ſuſpect 
Your 'Temper, if the ſmalleſt Breath of Love 
But ſtir your Heart; let me conjure you, Sir, 

Not to go on: the dazzling Mirror will 
Diſturb your Quiet, and confound your Reaſon. 

Mith. Twill be as well, tho” I believe no Power 
Can change my Virtue ; yet*twill be as well, 
If you relate exactly what you ſaw. . 

Pelop. Behold her then upon a flow'ry Bank 
With her ſoft Sorrows lull'd into a Slumber ; 
The Summer's Heat had, ta her natural Bluſh, 


> hand 


'T he! 


Added 
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Added a brighter and more tempting Red; 
The Beauties of her Neck and naked Breaſts, 
Lifted by inward Starts, did riſe and fal! 
| With Motion that might put a Soul in Statues: 
| The matchleſs Whiteneſs of her folded Arms, 
ii That ſeem'd t imbrace the Body whence they grew, 
Il Fix'd me to gaze o'er all that Field of Love ; 
While to my raviſh'd Eyesofficious Winds, 
Waving her Robes, diſplay'd ſuch handſome Limbs, 
As Artiſt wou'd in polih'd Marble give 
The wanton Goddeſs, When ſupinely laid, 
She charms her gallant God to new Enjoyment. 

Mich. Something there is ſtirs mightily in myBreaſ; 
"Tis Pity, ſure, it can be only Pit: 

Who knows, but that her multiplying Fears, 
And cruel Griefs, in time may give her Death? 

Twere moſt inhuman therefore not to go, 

And comfort her with Praiſes of Ziphares: 

Pl tell her how he conquers, how he comes 

Triumphant from the Conſul's Overthrow, 

To take the noble Wreaths he has deſerv'd, 

Embraces from her Arms ; Circles more rich 

Than all the Crowns my fruitleſs Valour won. 

Yet, ftay ; I will not ſpeak of him: Twere rude 
To break her Reſt 3 PH fee her when ſhe wakes. 
Pelop. Then you dare truſt your Heart? - 
Mith. Tis ſure I dare: 

By Heav'n, my Friends, I dare: I feel ſuch ſtrong 

Collected manly Virtue, that I'll on. 

Pelep. O, ſacred Sir, turn back: if conquer'd by 
Her Beauties you ſhou'd love again, I know 
Pelopidas muſt bear the blame of all; 
Therefore, my Lord. 

Mith, Away; by Heav'n, T'll go. 

Pelap. Oh, tis impoſlible, if once you lov'd, 
But you mult certainly relapſe: 

Therefore your fearful Servant kneels and begs 
' You wou'd turn back: Alas, he's conſcious now 
What a groſs Fault his fooliſh Tongue committed, 
By tempting unawares your Reaſon forth, 20h 
+ 7th, 
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Mith. I'll ſee her; yes, it is reſolv'd, I'll ſee her, 
Vith all that World of Charms thou haſt deſcrib'd ; 
herefore ariſe, and lead the way. 
Pep. Ant | — 
y Lord, I fear you; but it is your Pleaſure, 
and I'm your Slave. | | f 
Mith. Reply not; but obey. [Exeunt. Mith. Pelop. 
Phar. I feel a pleaſant Expectation breeding; 
is Starts, his Stops; by Mars, he loves her til]: 
oin then the much-prevailing Circumſtance | 
Df Time, and Place, the Abſence of my Brother, 
o make Guilt bold ; the Loneneſs of her Manſion ; 
goth ſtrong Incentives to a violent Lover. SITS 
Andr. Then Love has bleſt you on the other hand, 
ince by our ſubtle Practices we brought 
ſoni na to Diſgrace; with whom you may 
Divert, till we have E our full Revenge, 
have the Guard of her. 
Phar. I am glad thou haſt, 
Then, to compleat the Ruin of Zipbares, 
hear his Mother, fearful of th' Event 
Of this long War, and loving him as Life, 

ith Pompey holds private Intelligence, 
And has, to Rome, giv'n all thoſe Caſtles up, 
hich ſhe had charge of, to preſerve her Son. 
Andr. This, when Occaſion calls, I'll aggravate, 
o mad your Father more: But ſee, the General. 


Ing 
Enter Pelopidas. 


Pelop. He's gone, he's ruin'd, quite tranſported with 
he Extaſy of Love; I left him kneeling 

loſe to her ſide, winding about his Heart 

uch Nets of Beauty, as muſt hold him faſt; 

Therefore, when he approaches us for Comfort, 

hewing his Griefs, and ſeeking ſhroud for Guilt, 

et us encourage, to our utmoſt power, 


hate'er his violent Love dares put in Act. 


Mitb. | Enter 
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Enter Mithridates. h 
Mtb. Torment of Heart! O, feeble Virtue! hene H. 
I blow thee from the Palace to the Cottage; The 


To build in Hearts of Hinds, bleſs their rude Hands 
With thy lean Recompence of endleſs Labour: 
For me, ſince J have burit th* ungfateful Chain 


| That held me to thee like a ſhackled'Slave, So f 
I will enjoy hate er the Gods Ae Feen. Wh: 
And ſurfeit on the Beauties of Semandra. + 


Oh, my dear Son, my beſt, my own Pharnaces ; Nov 
By Heav'n, thou never didſt oppoſe my Pleaſure, Beat 
As does Ziphares : ButT'll caſt him out, 1 
That Boſom Wolf, who laps my deareft Blood, 
And lodge thee there; thou wilt not rack me thus. 
Phar. The Gods forbid. But why, Sir, will you bear i. P 
Pelop. I cou'd not think you lov'd her at this rate; MW For! 
"Therefore, I hope, forgotten Virtue yielded ou 
To bolder Pleaſures, and you quench'd your Fires, And 
 Mith. Drawn by reſiſtleſs Love, I put one Knee The 
To Earth, and gently bowing down my Head, 
- Firſt took at diftance the ſweet wafted Breath; 
Which blew my Flames to ſuch a raging height, He! 


That ſtreight I fell upon her balmy Lips, The 
And lew d my own 10 fiercely, that he wak'd; And 
And ſtarting up, ſoon vanifh'd from my Sight, You | 
Leaving me dumb, pale, languiſhing, and dying, All: 
Rent with her Charms, diſtracted with the Rage And 


Of my Deſires, and torn with cruel Love. 
Pelep. Why ſtopt you there? I wou'd have followed Upo 


Into her inmoſt Cloſet ; pardon me, No, 
If I prove paſſionate to ſee you thus: I th 
Better a Million of ſuch ſlight· ſoubd things Not 
Were raviſh'd, maſſacred, than Mithridates To \ 


Suffer one moment's Care. 
Phar. I have no Patience. 
By your great Glory, *twas not nobly done: 
Tth' midit of Groans, and Cries, and guſhing Tears, 
I wou'd have raviſh'd her; your Royal Hand, i 
Lock 


King of Fontus. ” 
Lock'd in her Amber-Hair, ſhou'd then have force d her; 
ho knows, but Oppoſition mounts the Joy ? 

Like that Athenian Tyrant, who ne'er took _ 

His Barge for Pleaſure, but in the higheſt Storms; 

Then wou'd he ſtand like Neptune on his Deck, 

And laugh to ſee the Dolphins back the Bill ws. 
Andr. Say but the Word, I'll fetch her from the Altar 

To your Embraces: Never did I ſee 


: So ſtrange an Alteration ; your fierce Eye, 
Which, like the Sun at Noon, none could behold 
But with a Snatch.of Light, and then be dazzled, 
3 Now, like a cold and drouſy Winter's Star, 
e, Bears a bleak Brightneſs, O Decay of Luſtre! 
Mzith. J am not as I Was Ha! Whence this 
Noiſe ? | | [Shout within. 
ts. [Ex. Pelop. and Andr. 


bear Pbar. My Lord, this Paſſion has unmann'd you quite; 
s rate; MW Forgetful of the glorious Fields you wn, 

oo loſe your dear-bought Honours in a Day, 
es. And fell your Fame to your ambitious Sen. 
lee The Coward G/abrio, whom by flying Agents, 
EL I hear, in divers Skirmiſhes he vanquiſh' d, 

Has ſwell'd him ſo, and blown him to that height, 
t He rides upon the Shoulders of his Army : 
They heave him as he were a God, in Air, _ 
And dance before him, ſhouting in their Songs, 
You are their Saturn, but the Prince their Jove! 
12 All that their waning Faith can give Ambition; 
> And he too laughs, to hear the thundring Titles. 
Mith. And, for a Recompence, ſhall I beſtow 

lowed Upon this Traitor, all I love on Earth? 
No, my Pharnaces, I have mark'd him dead, 
If that Semandra's Loſs can bring his Ruin: 
Not but the Thought I go with, ſhews me juſt 
To what I ſhall appear: The noble Wile 
Kills by her ſeeming Infidelity. 
Mcnima too muſt periſh for Diſhonour ; 
But rather to make way for my new Love, 
And fix the giddy People on my Side. [Shouts again. 
Again theſe Shouts! 


Phar. 


1 MITHRIDATES, 
(| Phar. I gueſs Ziphares comes. N 
1 Mitb. Down, ſtruggling Nature; As 
by Die, die, thou Raviſher of my Repoſe; 
Be ftrangled in me all Remorſe, all Thoughts 
Of Pity ; yet I will be calmly cruel; ay; 
Nor ſhall he find the Depth of my Revenge. 


Enter Andravar. \re 
| Tn, hat 
Andr. Your Son has conquer'd, mightieſt of Kings; Mund 
But by a way ſo infamouſly baſe, et a 
I fear my Doom will ſcarce be leſs than Death M 


For the Relation. 

- Mith. Monſtrous! May it be? 

For 1 ſo hate him now, I wiſh for Crimes 

a Of deepeſt Grain, for Colour to his Fate. 

1 Andr. His Royal Mother, the falſe Stratonice 

[| To whom you gave in cuſtody Jzora, £54, 

4 The ſtrongeſt, richeſt Fort of all the Eaſt, 

E er he with Glabrio join'd, to Rome did yield 

| That wondrous Maſs of Treaſure, with her Honour. 
4 Mtb. Curſt State of Monarchs! Let the judging World 
Now weigh our Pleaſures with our mightier F 

And find us happier than the reſt of Men ! 

| Falſe Beauty, thou ſhalt die, thou Bane of Greatneſs; 
= Or if I cannot reach thy fickle Being, 

? | I'll puniſh thee by ruining Ziphares. 


roubles, 


ndr. This have I learnt by frequent Meſſengers, Minti; 
Who warrant with their Lives, how by Conſent 
. Glabrio but ſkirmiſh'd with the Prince your Son, 
1 And was by Ttratonice brib'd before. D ma 
| Mith. Plots, Treaſons, horrid black Conſpiracies 
Mother and Son, Oh Parricides! combine; 
But if you ſcape me, may I ſleep my Reign out. 


Enter Pelopidas. 


What ſays Pelopidas ? What of Ziphares ? 
Bring ſt thou more Matter for my Curſes? Speak. 


Peli. 


ings; 


ak. 
Peli. 
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P-lop. He comes, my Lord, and with a Port ſo proud, 
As if he had ſubdu'd the ſpacious World ; 

nd all Synope's Streets are fill'd with ſuch 
\ glut &f People, you wou'd think ſome God | 

ad conquer'd in their Cauſe ; and they thus rank'd, 
That he might make his Entrance on their Heads: 
hile from the Scaffolds, Windows, tops of Houſes, 
\re caſt ſuch gaudy Show'rs of Garlands down, 

hat ev'n the Croud appear like Conquerors, 
\nd the whole City ſeems like one vait Meadow, 

et all with Flowers, as a clear Heaven with Stars, 
Mith. Ungrateful Slaves ! By Mars, when I return'd, 
Worn with the Hardſhip of a ten Years War, 

{ſy Armies heavy gaited, bruis'd, and hack'd, 
Vith cutting Roman Lives; | 

hey ne' er receiv'd me with a Pomp like this. 

tar Nay, as I heard, e' er he the City enter'd, 
our Subjects lin d the Way for many Furlongs 

he very Trees bore Men: And as our God, 
hen from the Portal of the Eaſt he dawns, 

eholds a thouſand Birds upon the Boughs, . 

o welcome him with all their warbling Throats, - 
nd prune their Feathers in his golden Beams; 
d did your Subjects, in their gaudieſt trim, 

pon the pendant Branches ipeak his Praiſe. 

others, who cover'd all the Banks beneath, 
1d rob the crying Infants of the Breaſt, 
dinting Ziphares out to make em {mile 3 

nd climbing Boys ſtood on their Fathers Shoulders, 
nſwering their ſhouting Sires with tender Cries, 

d make the Conſort up of general Joy. 

Mith. What, will you bear your part too? Oh the 
15 tranſparted with the ample Theme, (Gods ! 

d plays the Orator! Plagues rot thy Tongue, 

d blaſted be the Lungs that breath'd his Welcome; 
riſh the Bodies that went forth to meet him, 
Prey for Worms to ſtink in hollow Ground. 
1, Viper! Villain! not content to take 
Love, but Life! wilt. thou unthrone me toa? 
all Mithridates live to be depos d, gs 
o. II. * A 
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A Stale, the Image of what once he was; 

The very Ghoſt of his departed Greatneſs ;. 

A thing for Slaves to be familiar with, 

To gape, to nod, and ſleep in my ſcorn'd Face? 

Awake, awake, thou ſluggard Majeſty, 

Rouze thee to Act; tho' all the Elements, 

Tho' Heav'n and Hell, Subjects and Sons conſpire 

With Fate thy Empire's fall, oppoſe their Will: 

Dare to the laſt, and be a Monarch ſtill. [Exit 
Pelop. What think you now? | | 


Phar. I think, for my Revenge, hat 
For any Act that witty Horror aſks, . 
Thou art an Inſtrument ſo black and fit, P/ 
The Furies join'd in Council cou'd not match thee. Li 
But ſee, Ziphares comes! With what a Train LOW 
Of Prieſts! nay, thenthe God muſt be ador'd. or : 
5 | 0 
The Scene being drawn, repreſents Ziphares's Triumph; four 
which is @ Street full of Pageants, crouded with Pu” 
ple, who from the Windows fling daun Garland if 
Others dance before him, while the Priefts ſing P b 
Ziphares reſting under a Canopy of State. ag 
Ziph. Enough, my Friends, my noble Countryme! ich 
J am indebted to your Bounties ever; erha 
But let me now conjure you, ceaſe the Noiſe Pr if t 
Of your loud Thanks, left we diſturb the King: me 8 
We're near the Palace, and my boding Heart lv 
Says, He interprets any" this our Triumph, Pha 
W hich you, againſt my Will, have forc'd upon me. fall 
Therefore Ziphares begs you to retire. vero 
By the ſmall Victories my Arms have gain'd, hom 
It you have any Love, as much you ſhew, 10 bur 
Let me intreat you all, by that Affection, | _ 
Ev'n now upon this Inſtant to diſband. N me 0 
All. Long live our King, and noble Prince Ziphan 2 


9 5 [ Exeunt fhouti 
Phar. Welcome, Ziphares, welcome to Synope ; 
Still, when Fate calls thee forth, may'ſt thou return, 
Thus ſwell'd, thus Lord Triumphant o'er the 7 

i 


w * 
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Ziph. Had. I ſubdu d the World, I ſhou'd deteſt 
he Title of Triumpher, and ſcarce think 
hat Man my Friend, who praiſes at your rate. 
Pelub. Had not the Monſter Multitude-receiv'd you, Sir, 
ich ſuch a monſtrous State, methinks, 
ike Hercules, you ſhou'd have ſlain the Hydra. | 
Audr. Heard you but, Sir, how with an hundredMouths, 
i worſhipp'd, as you were already crown'd : ; 
[Exit Nong live our King, the noble Prince Ziphares ? 
| Ziph. What, Villains! ha! Gods, have I Fleſh and bear 
harnaces, off ; by my juſt Wrath they die. (it? 
| | [ Exeunt Pelop. and Andr. 
Phar. The King! Remember how this Rage will ſound. 
Ziph. O the curſt Traitors! Brother, beware of em, 


* lowe'er they crouch at preſent to your Fortune: 
or I perceive your Favour warm'd the Snakes 
o ſtir ; they have no Senſe of Gratitude: 
iumph; found 'em baſe, and therefore did diſcard em; 


+ Fal or which the Slaves have ſworn me mortal hate; 
ut if I live PII cruſh 'em. 
Phar. You'll to the King? 
Ziph. I will. Methinks this Meeting was unlucky ; 
ly Heart miſgives me more, and higher beats 
trymet ith this laſt Heat, than all the Toil of War. 
erhaps they move the King; but ſure not much: 
or if they do, tho? our gon Father frowns, 
hne Smile, one Tear of Joy from my Semandra 
ill waſh the Anger of the Gods away. Exit. 
Phar. Go, and the Welcome that I wiſh attend thee, 
all my elder Brothers, he remains 
ocroſs my Hopes, and bar me from the Crown: 
hom yet I doubt not, by my Engine's help, 
o burſt in ſunder, and then gild my Brows. 
lethinks, I ſhou'd become the golden Hoop 
hat circles in one Quarter of the Globe: 
7; oh nM fave it juſt ; my Scepter waving thus, 
+ ſbout he ſtarting Princes run to clear my way. 


5 | . C3, Zeig 


rland: 


ts /in 


n me. 


3 MITHRIDATES, 


N Enter Mithridates, Semandra, Pelopidas, Andravar, 
1 . Guard.. | 
7 But hold, my Father comes, with fad Semandra ! 
ö 
| 


Weep on; while I go laugh my Cares away 
With Monima, who mult or yield or die, [Exit, 
Mith. Has not the Traitor won my Subjects Hearts! 
Has not his Mether baſely too betray'd me? 
Has he not dar'd to triumph without leave? 
Which, when, my faithful'ſt worthieſt Counſellors 
Rebuk d him for, with mild and gentle Language, 
He redden'd with proud Anger, drew his Sword ; 
Then, like a monſtrous Parricide came on 
Here to my Palace, heading the wild Croud : 
So thro” the Bedies.of my Friends to paſs, 
Till with his barbarons Hand he-reach'd my Boſom. 
Sem. Tis falſe; tis all moſt horrid Perjury ; 
And the curs'd ſpotted Souls of theſe vile Traytors 
Shall burn for this beneath : I know they hate 
The gallant Prince and now conſpire againſt him; 
With Words made up with all the Blaſts of Hell 
They ftrike your ſacred Ears, bewitch your Senſes, 
And with thoſe Spells that fouleſt Treaſon hatch'd, 
Stagger your royal Reaſon. O yet hear me! 
Mith. From what I have decreed, no Charm, no 
No Eloquence, nor Mercy's ſelf, adorn'd (Power, 
Inall Semandra's Beauties, in her Tears, 
Proſtrate upon the Earth, and hanging on 
My Knees, nay, dying with her Grief, ſhall move me. 
Sem. I now believe you are not to be mov'd; 
Therefore with my undaunted Innocence, 
T ſtand to hear the Doom you have decreed. 
Mzith. If when Zi phares, at your firſt appearance, 
Runs to your Arms, fir'd with expected Joys, 
You thruſt him not away, and flight him ſtrangely, 
With all the Marks of the moſt proud Diſdain, 
That a moſt faithleſs and ambitious Woman 
. ſhew to gain the Empire of the World ; 
e ſhall be ſtab d, be murder'd by my Guards, 
Before your Eyes, | 


Sen 


= 
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"Sean. Ob, "tis nor. poſſible. i! 
That ybu can mean the dreadful thing you ſpeak; 
You {peak it but to try the poor Semandara. _ 
Exit. Mith. Mark me moſt heedfully, for tis moſt true 
arts? And ſooner ſhall a dooming God recall 
His Scygian Oath than I renounce my Vow : 
He dies, I ſay, if you receive him not 
| With all the Coldneſs of a fair Apoſtate, 
e, boſe Chaſtity, the Poiſon of ſweet Power, 
Had brought to ruin,. whoſe proteſted Faith 
The Charms of Empire had quite turn'd to Air: 

Sem. Gods! do you hear the Tyrant? | 

Mith. Do you hear me? 1 
If to your Words, which muſt make plain your Falſhood,, 
Your Looks ſhou'd give the Lye, by amorous Glances, 
nd Languiſhings ; for Lovers Eyes will talk: 


y Or, as you ſpeak your Hate, mixt Signs ariſe, 
13 Or faultring Speech, or any other Mark, 
To ſhew that you are forc'd to what you ſay; 
ſos, Then, from the place where Lſhall ſtand conceal'd,. 
r W'll give the Signal to my waiting Guards, 
ho in a Moment ſhall deſtroy your Lover, 
m, ohen all your Tears and Sighs ſhall not recall him. 
Power, Sem. I'Il die, I'Il die, ten thouſand Deaths I'll die, 
Rather than meet lim tins: W iat after 
The dreadful Imprecations that I made him, 
ve me. nd {wore upon my Father's Sword, a Faith, 
\ ipotleſs Love for ever to endure; 
Fhall I abjure my Oaths, and to his Face 
roteſt a Falſhood, and belye my Heart? 
nce, Mith. Take your own courſe, I have ſworn; 
Sem. O T'yranny! ! 
hat, ſhall I meet him after all his Hardſhips, 


Ys 


ter the Heats, and Colds, and ſmaning Wounds,. 
hich for my ſake he partly has endur'd, 

ill chearing up himſelf, that after all 

ge Blood he loſt, he ſhou'd enjoy Semandra, 

Iis gentle Miſtreſs, one Day ſhou'd reward him 

or the long Miſchiefs of a cruel War? 


C 3 Mtb. 
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Mith. I have not leiſure now to hear Complaints: 
Either reſolve obey, and ſpeedily, 
Or you and I muſt never ſee him more. 

Sem. Stay,Royal Sir,come back : Ne'er fee him mo 
And if I die, rather than ſee him thus, 
Will you not fave his Life? 

Mith. Your Death, Semandra ! 
The very mention haftens on his Fate. 

Sem. Alas, alas! I fear, if I but look, 
As if I knew him not, or had forgot him, 
So nice and tender 1s his Love, 
So ſoft his Diſpoſition, twill be fatal. 

Mith. Then you reſolve his Death? 
Sem. It cannot be. 
No, I will fee him, tho' I muſt be cruel ; 
But bate a little of your Impoſition : 
An unkind Word will kill the poor Zipbares, 
As ſure as all the Hate which you enjoin me. 


— 


— 7 was 4 


Enter Iſmenes. 

Iſmen. The Prince Ziphares begs , 
Admittance of your Majeſty. B 
Mith. You muſt retire, Semandra. = 7 
Sem. O Torment! O the Racks of Love, diſtreſt wWw 4 
Like mine! Of Paſſion at a loſs like mine ! B. 
Help me, you Gods, or I ſhall faint with bearing [ E Ir 
 Mit5. Gall in the Prince M 

What, Nature yet again ? ; 0 

I charge thee, trouble my Repoſe no more. 
Enter Ziphares. Bu 
ö | T] 
Zipb. Tis well; you Powers, that pry into our Her 7 
Well have J loſt my deareſt Blood in Battle, Br 
Since once again I ſee my Royal Father. M. 
Mith. Ziphares, riſe: I hear you have fought we Ne 


Too well, perhaps, for Mithridates' Peace: 
You triumph too, I hear. 


laints: 


I wou'd not triumph, ti 
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Ziph. Alas, my Lord. i 

J fear Pelbpidas and Andra war, 

Have been too buſy with your Ear. 

By my beſt Hopes, by 3 moſt ſacred Life, 

your Orders came; 

At leaſt, they told me, that they came from you: 

If they were falſe 
Mith. They were your Friends, who brought 

Thoſe Orders; therefore, you are not in fault, 

Nor ought you ſhare the Crimes of Scratonice. 

Zipb. Of Stratonice! Ah, what has ſhe done? 

Ah, Sir, what Villain has traduc'd my Mother ? 

Give me to know 
Mith. Perhaps you're ignorant; 

Wou'd I had been fo too: but to the purpoſe: 

I promis'd, when the Conſul was o'ercome, 

To give Semandra to you. Seem not ſad, 

You love your Father well ; but, Prince, I know 

Your Paſſion for Semandra is the higheſt: | 

I'll ſend her to you; if you pleaſe, retain her. [ Exit. 
Ziph. Is this then thy Reward, unneceſſary Virtue 2 

Why do we wear thee thus to our undoing ? 

O inauſpicious Stars! thy Father hates thee, 

Becauſe thou art too Went it not ſo? 

J ſought too well! His Eye diſdain'd me too, 

And held my high Deſert at hateful diſtance; 

But let it be, there's Satisfaction ſtill 

In Innocence: And conſcious Glory tells me, 

My Griefs ſhall fly, like Clouds, before Semandræ. 


Enter Semandra.. 


But ſee, the Sun that drives em! O my Star! 4 
Thou Day, that gild'ſt my little World of Comfort, 
Give me thy Warmth ; let me, upon thy Boſom 
Breathe all my Victories. Alas, the King, 
My cruel Father, — Ha! what now, — 
Not fly into my Arms! O all you Pow'rs 
That nurs'd our tender Loves, ſhe turns away! 
Haſt thou too caught the Coldneſs of my Father? 
| C 4 _ Cleay 
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Clear me, ye Gods, and fix my Underſtanding: 
To this one View, leit I miſtake all Meaſure, 
And run to Madneſs. What, not look upon me? 80 
By Heav'n, if thus, if thus I ſhou'd behold thee, Me 
Tho? ina Dream, *twou'd make me wiſh to ſleep for ever. W. 
O my dear Life! thou ſhalt not hide thy Kindneſs ; 7 
But to diſſemble thus a Moment longer, 

Wou' d quite deſtroy the paſhonate Ziphares. 

I'II force thy Hand thus, to my trembling Lips. 

Sem. The Kiſs you raviſh, Prince, is dangerous 

And let me now conjure you, by your Love, 

If you can love after what I enjoin you, 

Upon your Life, offer the like no more. 

Ziph. O man me, Reaſon, with thy utmoſt Force: 
Or Paſſion with the dreadful Starts it makes 
Will ſoon divorce my Soul from this weak Body. 
What haſt thou ſaid? And, Ah! What have I heard? 
Fair, cruel, faithleſs, for the Blood I loſt, | 
Poſt thou thus meet me? Raiſe my Eyes from Earth, 
And tell me, Have I, Ah, have I deſerv'd 

This 1 from my dear ador'd Semandra ? 

Sem. You deſerve all things; but you muſt not aſk 
My Love, unleſs you wiſh me moſt unhappy. 

Ziph. Oh, you good Gods! Is it then come to this? 
Shall I, ſhall I——but ſpeak it once again; 
Unhappy! didit thou, coud'ſt thou lay, unhappy ? 

Sem. I'd have you ſtrive, my Lord, to love me leſs; 
Ziph. If you wou'd have it ſo, be witneſs, Heav'n, 
If for your Quiet you enjoin me this, : 
T'il ſtrive, but (Oh !) *tis moſt impoſſible: 

Ah, may I not preſume to aſk, if this 

The Reaſon be, why I ſhou'd love you leſs, 

That the too happy King may love you more 
Your Silence docs confirm Ziphares loſt : 

And all that I cou'd fear is come upon me. 

Ah, barbarous King! I'll bear thy Bonds no longer; 
But caſt off Duty, as thou haſt all Love, 

Thou bloody Author of this wretched Being, 
Tyrant | 


Sem. 


13 


Sem. 
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Sem. Take heed, Ziphares, how you wrong your Father; 
I've heard you give another Character, 
go diff 'rent from this laſt, of Mithridates ;. 
Methinks you ſcarce appear the ſame Ziphares- 
Whom once I : 
Ziph. It is moſt ſure, I do not: 
But to convicce me more, quite to compleat 
'The cruel Sum of all my deſperate Woes, | 
And fink me ever ;. what, Madam, have you heard 
Me fay ? or, rather, what is't you would ſay, 
n ill-time prais'd of this inhuman Father? | 
Sem. Have I not heard you ſpeak the tendereſt thingy;. 
How, but for ſome few Faults, ſo ſmall, that ſcarce. 
he Eye of Envy or of Hate cou'd find em, 
He wou'd be perfect as the Gods themſelves ? 
\ King ſo awful, that the Romans. fear d him? 
\ King ſo merciful, Barbarians.lov'd him? 
\ Kin 
25. No more? I am confirm'd : She's loft :- 
he King! ſhe's gone; the Beauty of the Earth, 
that in Woman cou'd be Virtue call'd,.. 
s loſt. 3 
orrupted are her noble Faculties, 
he Temper of her Soul is quite infected: 
nconſtancy, the Plague that firſt or laſt > 
Taints the whole Sex, the catching Court-Diſeaſe, 
as ſpotted all her white, her Virgin Beauties. | 
Sem. You think me falſe—Ah, tis but juſt you ſhou'd?- 
But, Prince, I ſwear, Tam nat what you think me. 
et never can be yours. 
Ziph. O Confuſion ! | 
ever! O horrid?! never can be yours!” 
[ houtear'f{ my Heart! Call back thoſe dreadful Wordsz, 
ho' thou art going, yet thou art not gone: 
Ah, cer it be too. late, . behold me gaiping. . 
.ome to my Arms, Oh, leave me not for ever: 
all on my Boſom, I'll forgive thy Weakneds ;.. 
ry to. deceive myſelf with ſpecious Reaſons, 
ever upbraid thee that thou once wert falſe, 
at with my Tears waſh. all thy Stains away, . . 
Cs. Serns. 
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Sem. Since Tears (O help me, Heav'n !) are vain, take, 
take my Counſel, 8 
Chear your ſad Heart; and grieve, O grieve no mon 
Ziph. Then thou art loſt; reſolv'd upon my ruin. 
Sem. Your Life's too precious; I reſolve againſt it! 
Nor for ten thouſand Worlds- What was I ſaying ?[ 444 
What ſhall J ſay? Live, live, thou loſt Ziphares. 
Zipb. No, thou perfidious Maid, thou wretched Beauty 
Ziphares loves thee ſtill; ſo well he loves thee 
That he will die, to rid thee of a Torment. 8 
Where are thy Vows? O think upon thy Father, 
How this will cut him, this thy cruel Change, 
And break his aged Heart. Or e'er he dies, 
Think, if this kindled Rage ſhould execute 
What he has ſworn, to hack thy beauteous Limbs, 
Tear thy falſe Fleſh into a thouſand Pieces. 
Sem. If that were all my Fear !—— 
Ziph, What, hardned! O my Stars! 
So quickly perfect in the curſed Trade? 
J ſhall go mad with the Imagination. 
O Heart! tho' Heav'n had op'd the pregnant Clouds, 
And teem'd with all the never-erring Gods, 
To iwear cn Earth; Semandra had * falſe, Al 
Semandra had been falſe to her Ziphares, 
IT wou'd not have believ'd. | 
Sem. I cannot hear his Grief, nor muſt I cure it. 
Farewel—O Prince—Inſtrut me, Heav'n, to fave hin 
Zipb. Stay thee ; there's ſomething e' er we part for eve! 


SSO Ander 


Set 


That I wou'd ſpeak, if I cou'd make it way. | A 
Sem. Speak then, and ſpeak the mournful'ſt thin ; 10 
To break both Hearts. (vou d y 
Ziph. Thou haft undone me; like a Silver-Frol, Bar 
Thou com'ſt upon the Flower of all my Youth, F. 
To nip the hey Bud, and blaſt my Glory: & 
Yet I will live, Semandra, I will live, | Ty. 
To ſave thee from thy Father's cruel Rage | n 

For, wicked as thou art, with Grief, I feel, T 
My Soul looks after thee, and ſeeks thy Safety. 1 " 


Sem. I ſhall not hold; I feel the climbing Grief ; [Ai 
My Eyes grow full, and I ſhall give him _ 
* 
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Zipb. Farewel, thus, kneeling at thy Feet, I pour 
Thele parting Tears; and {ure, the happy King. 

In pity will allow this dying Kiſs, 

Which my cold Lips print on thy faithleſs Hand. 

Oh, all my Vows, for ever here I leave you; 

And, ſince we never, never muſt behold 

Each other more, I'll breathe em once again: 
Farewel, Semandra. Oh, thou'lt never find, 

In all thy ſearch of Love, a Heart l:ke mine. 

Oace more, farewel for ever, falſe Semandra. 

What? Yet again thy Name? Will my charm'd Tongue 
Sound nothing but Semandra? Oh, Semandra ! | Exit. 


Enter Mithridates, <uith Priefts. 


Sem. The cruel Taſk. is done; and I can hold 

No longer! thee 
Mith. Come back, Semandra, Empire, Empire calls 

Open thy Eyes to meet thy coming Glory! 

Sem. O barb'rous Prince, may I nat die in quiet ? 
Mith. Taik not of dying, 25 
See this holy Man 

Sem. Holy! Profane ! 

All things are now-alike to my Diſtraftion., _ 
Mith. He inſtantly ſhall join your Hand with ming 
Sem. What means the Tyrant? 

Mith. You are now our . | 
Sem, Firſt, let me ſeek a Dragon in his Den; 

Imbrace an Aſpic, curl with Baſiliſks, 

gd thin Ver] give up this Body, this poor Beauty, 

(you-c To any but my Lord, the wrong'd Ziphares. 3 

rol, Mith. J guels you wou'd not by your free Conſent 5 

| Bat I ſhall force, if you refuſe to yield; 

£ Fhis Moment I will take you in my Chanot, 

Streight to the Temple, and in Publick wed you. 
Tho' you reſuſe to join in Ceremony, 
Inſtead of ſacred Words venting loud Curſes, 

: will not avail; for when the Myſtery's done, 

f. 2 IIl bear you back, and as my Queen enjoy you. 

"44 den. I will be dragg'd; die {tified with my Grief. 

| C6 Mike 
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re it. 
ave hin 
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Mb. You have the Will, but not tlie Power to die. 
Sem. None! is there none, no pitying God awake! 
And are your Prieſts oonfederate in my Ruin? 
They ſure will tell you of your Tyranny, 
And fear too much the Anger of the Heav'ns, 
To force a helpleſs Virgin: They will ſpeak 
Your Crime abroad; will you not, holy Men? 
Mith. Let me but hear the Holieſt of em croſs me, 
By Heav'n, he ſhall go ſacrifice beneath: 
Therefore away, Prieſt, forward to the Temple. 
Len. Help, help, ye Gods. ES 61 
Mith. All thought of help is vain. 
Give me your beauteous Hand, and willingly, 
Or here are Arms te bear you. 
Sem. Let em be; | 
Call all your Armies hither to your Aid, 
FE. will not ſtir, nor give this trembling Hand 
To gain an Empire: Thus, to the Earth Tl! 4 
One Piece; Oh, root me here, ſome pitying God, 
And let me loſe my Being, to eſcape him. 
Mith. Andrawar, raiſe her gently from the Ground; 
Take Help, and bring her ſoftly to my Chariot. 
n [They take her in their Arms, 
Siem. Stay, Mithridates; hear me but ene Word; 
One Moment*s ſtay : Ev'n Malefactors are 
Allow'd to ſpeak before their Execution; 
And ſhall not 1? I, wha am innocent? 
»Fis not to thee, but to the Gods, I bow ; 
Behold — but ſee, from you, from you they take me: 
O fave me thus by cruel Men betray'd ; 
Revenge yourſelves, and right a raviſſi d Maid. [ Z xeunt: 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I. 
ichridates encompaſs'd with the Ghoſts of his 


Sons, who ſet Daggers to his Breaſt, and vaniſb. 


> HAT ho! Pelopidas!: why, Andravar! 
} Haſte to my Help. 


SL NLA/2E © Enter Pelopidas and Andravar. 


es . ; 

Pep. What wou'd your Majeſty ? 

M:th, I wou'd, what I muſt ne er expect on Earth, 
The Peace I. had. Come nearer... Oh, my Friends! 
f Fate did e'er foreſhew a Doom in. bo 
ine is at hand. Laſt Night, you we remember, 
bore Semandra from the thundring Gods, . 
ho ſhook the deep Foundations of the Temple, 
With the Report of Wrath Divine; =_ I, 

This deſperate Wretch, thro' Streets of Fire, did bear her 
Back, in a ſwoon, to my moſt inward: Cloſet: 

But there you left me, left me to the Rage 

Df monſtrous Love; which, in the midit of Faintin 

ith Tranſports yet unheard of, . forc'd a Joy, | 
hoſe momentary Pleaſures will heap on me a 
hole Worlds of Furies, Hells of endleſs Horror! 
Pelop. But, Sir, the Dream, that may divert your Cares. 
Mitb. Divertꝰ em ! rather let me all my Courage 
'0 bulwark in my Soul. O plant me round 
ith your kind Bodies; blunt, if poſſible, 
eavins whetted Vengeance, while I tell the Viſion, 
\fter the dreadful Ecſtaſy was over, 

Cheraviſh'd Maid, half-dead with ſhrieking Prayers; 
Burſt, at the laſt, from my relenting Arms, | 
an to my Sword, of which, when. I difarm'd her, 
dhe fled the Room, with Cries like one — 5 
re * 


CT 
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Preſs'd with Remorſe, I refted on my Couch, 
And ſlept; but, oh, a Dream ſo full of Terror, 
The pale, the trembling Midnight Raviſher 


Ne'er ſaw, when cold Lucretia's ee ee 
His Curtains drew, and laſh'd him in his 
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| es, 
[it With her bright Treſſes, dabbled in her Blood. 8 
i Pelop. I have heard of Dreams that prov'd Omino y 
| But I cou'd never fix my Faith on Fancies. | A 
| Mtb. Methought, by Heav'nly Order I was doc 
| To ſeek my Fate alike in th* other World: As 
Strait, like a Feather, I was borne by Winds 5, 
To a ſteep Promontory's Top, from whence ＋ 
I faw the very Mouth of op'ning Hell; P; 
Shooting fo tait thro? the void Caves of Night, T 
J had nct time to ponder of my Paſiage, +50 Cl 
J ſhot the Lake ot Oaths, where fleeting Ghoſts, 72 
Whoſe Bodies were unbury'd, begg'd for Waſtage: p- 
Then was I thrown down the infernal Courts, 
Infinite Fathoms, till ] ſoar'd again W 
To the bright heav'nly Plains, the happy Fields. Co 
Andr. I wonder, that the brittle Thread of 'D hoy Bu 
Shou'd hold in ſuch a Maze. TI 
Mith. Oh, now it comes. 1. Bl: 
After that heavenly Sounds had charm'd my Ears, ., 
Methought I ſaw the Spirits of my Sons, Lil 
' Slain by my Jealoufy of their Ambition, Sen 
Who ſhriek*d, he's come ! our cruel Father's come Sta 
Arm, arm, they cry'd, thro' all th' enamel'd Gr T5 
Strait had their Cries alarm'd the wounded Hoſt Oh 
Of all thoſe Romans, maſſacred in Aa: | My 
I heard the empty Clank of their thin Arms, An; 
And tender Voices cry, Lead Pompey, lead. 1 
Strait they came on; with Chariots, Herſe and Fo Yo: 
When I had leiſure to diſcern their Chief, 1 
Methought, that Pompey was my Son Ziphares; I te 


Who caſt his dreadful Pile, and pierc'd my Heart: Op: 
Then, ſuch a Din of Death, and Swords and ]avei'W Th 
C atter'd about me, that I wak'd with Terror, 
And found my {elf extended on the Floor. 
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Enter Pharnaces. 


Phar. Arm, arm, great Mithridates, the big War 
Comes with vaſt Leaps, bounding o'er all the Eaſt, 
Which crouches to the Torrent: Pompey comes; 
Pompey the Great, ſaluted Emperor, 

And tor ſome Ycars deſtin'd to govern all 

Th Italian Arnis, with ſuch a full Commiſſion, 

As yet was never granted to a Roman. 

Pompey, ſo young, fo ſoft, in ſhining Courts, 

That all the Roman Ladies languiſh for him: 

Pompey, ſo fierce in Camps, ſo brave in Fields, 

The very Boys, like Cupidi, dreſt in Arms, 72 5 
Clap their young harneſs'd Thighs, and truſt to Battel: 
Pemfey, Rome's Darling and Fame's eldeſt Son, 
Proclaims with Mithridates mortal War. | 
Mith. Were all well here, what Force, what Roman 
What General, marching at the head of Millions, (Arms, 
Con'd daunt the bold, the forward Mithridates ? 

But here, Pharnaces, in my guilty Boſom, 

The fatal Foe does undermine me quite : 

Black Legions are my Thoughts ; not Pompey, but 
Ziphares comes, with all his Wrongs, for Arms, 
Like the Lieutenant of the Gods, againſt me: 
Semandra too, like bleeding Victory, | 
Stands on his fide, and cries out, Kill, kill, ki 

'That curſed Parricide, that Raviſher. | 

Oh, Heav'n, ſuſtain me, or I ſhall go mad; 

My ugly Guilt flies in my conſcious Face, 

And J am vanquiſh'd, ſlain with Boſom War. 
Phar. *Tis much beneath your Majeſty, to alarm 
Your ſelf with Fears. x 

Mith. Pharnaces, thou art ignorant! 

I tell thee, Boy, Remorſe and 1 — Fear 

Heart: Oppreſſes me, in ſpite of all my Knowledge; 

Tho? none of thoſe that boaſt Philoſophy | 

Has made a deeper Search in Nature's Womb, - - "8 

Than I; (the Midnight Moon has ſeen my Watchings) | 

I tell thee, none can name her infinite Seeds '8 
Like ff 
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„ MITHRIDATES, 
Like me; nor better know her Sparks of Light, 
Thoſe Gems that ſnine in the blue Ring of Heav'n; 
None knows more Reaſons for or gainſt yon firſt 
Bright Cauſe, can talk of Accidents 
Above me; yet, I'll tell thee, once again, 
There is a Thorn, call'd Conſcience, makes its way 
Thro' all the Fence of Pleaſure, fortify'd _. 
With Reaſons, that this Ill ſeem'd good to me, 
And ſtings thy guilty Father to the Soul. 
Pelop. After the fierceneſs of uncommon Pleaſure, 
A ſudden Heavineſs is natural. | 
Andr. Not but the fading Spirits will revive, 
Mith. Never, oh never: nor did I enjoy 
Expected Pleaſure, tho' theſe Hands did hold, 
All Night, her panting Beauties to my Breaſt. 
But,. oh ! what Joy,. what Pleaſure, what Content, 
Cou'd my griev'd Heart receive in raviſh'd Kindneß 
Her Lips, which if Ziphares had been there, 
| Wov'd ſure have ſhot their gleamy Warmth at diſtano 
Mere cold to me, as Odours are in Froſt: | 
Her Face, like weeping Marble damp'd my Flames; 
And as I drew her trembling to my Arms, 
She fainted ſtill, and woo'd me with ſuch Wailings, 
Such Languiſhings, and broken Sighs to leave her; 
That had not more than monſtrous Appetite 
Tranſported me, the Roſe had been unblaſted. 
Phar. Youthink of her too much : the Sex of Women 
The raviſh'd Beauties of the Earth together, 
Deſerve not half the Grief. that clouds your Brow. 
Pelop. Your Subjects want you to defend their Lives 
Each Citizen, in Armour clad, defends | 
His. Houſhold-Gods, ſtanding to guard.his Door, 
And cries, A Leader! let us to the Wars. 
Mith. The Thunderbolt of M:ithridates Battel, 
My Arm, my Arm, ev'n my Right Arm is loſt. 
Nor will my Trumpets ſound without Zi#hares : 
His Breath was as the Air to all the Army ; 
His Face was as the Sun, in depth of Winter;. 


And 
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4 made cold Cowards bluſh away their Fears; 
t he is ſet, for ever ſet in Sorrow. 
Andr. Your Majeſty is, of your ſelf, ſufficient 
o head your ans Troops; or brave Pharnaces 
and forth, to fill Ziphares empty Place. 
Pelp. Ziphares ſtill your Royal Favour had, 
o improve himſelf in Arms againſt the Romans 5 * 
hile in inglorious Fields, Pharnaces ſtrove 
mongſt Barbarians, to get a Name: p 
nd tho, perhaps, he greater Pains employ d.,. 
rooting up ſuch Rubbiſh of the Earth, 
han the other did in felling lofty Trees; 
et this was paid with. Labour, that with Praiſe. _ 
Mith. Peace, Villains; Peace, conſpiring Sycophantss 
ow, by the Gods, my Eyes are half unieal'd: 
it if the Thought that kindles in my Breaſt. 
nds proper fuel to increaſe my Fire, | 
all conſume you, Traitors ; if I find 
hich I begin to do) that you have play'd 
he Villain, Andravar, or thou Pelopidas, 
d laid Semandra's Beauty as a Snare | 
o catch Ziphares Life, (Oh, all the Gods !} 
d ruin me, by placing of the Bait: 
ark me, if aught of this, if any Shadow 
ppear, that you conſpir'd to betray me 
p ſuch Horrors on your frighted Souls, 

hat you ſhall call your Brother Devils up, | 
d ſnatch you hence, rather than ſtand my Fury. 


ſure, 


ent, 
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Vomen 


W. Pelop. Why ſhou'd your Majeſty ſuſpect your Servants? 
Lives th. Becauſe thou didſt foment my Paſſion; 
d when I view thee well my Genius bids, 
r, ware of thee: tho' thy moſt ſubtil Devil 
as wrought me ſtill to liſten to thy Lyes; 
el, nou art, methinks, maliciouſly contriv'd, 


d haſt, if ever yet a Villain had, 

he Face of a molt ſubtil working Slave. ? 
Andr. We have done nought, but what your Royal 

| Word 

d warrant: if you lov'd, ſhou'd we rebuke it? 

durſt we think to quench a Fire, which you 
lolv'd ſhou'd burn? | Mitb. 
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 Mith. Ves, Traitors! yes, you ought, 
When you had ſeen me going, to have ſtopt me: 
My ſtruggling Virtue might with fome Aſſiſtance, 
Have caſt the Venom of my Paſſion up; 
But, with your poiſonous Breath you made it rage, 
Till Lwas fit to ruin poor Semandra. 


Enter Semandra. 


But, Oh! behold the Innocence I wrong' d. 

Sem. What, doſt thou ſtart? Oh Heavens! Senau 
Why, what a Monſter then muſt I appcar, (frights h 
- Whoſe Form can ſhake the bloody M:thridates ! 
Tis ſure, thou. haſt undone this helpleſs Creature, 
And turn'd to mortal Paleneſs all her Beauties; [ Ye 
Thou haſt made her hate the Day which once adn 
Her open Sweets ; how wretched haſt thou made m 
Yet, Oh my Soul, thou inward Knowledge, ſpeak, 
How much I hate this violated Shrine. 

Mith. Wretched Semandra ! 

Sem. Doſt thou pity me? FI 
Is the long Line of my eternal Grief _ 
Of ſuch a charming Force, that it can fetch 
Tears from that Rock? Ah, moſt unheard-of Som 
Doſt thou repent ? Or are they but feign'd Tears? 


Whate'er they are, thou ſhould'ſt have thought bei A 
The cruel Conſequence of this dark Deed ; 
When I was heav'd in Air, and with my Cries. p, 

Pierc'd the deaf Heav'ns, and call'd to thee for Me 10 

Then hadſt thou thus diſſolv'd, I ſhou'd have bleſt i By 


But now, thy black Repentance comes too late. 


What, ah ! what Satisfaction canſt thou make? — 
Mith. Inſtruct me. | * 
Sem. No, there is in Nature none; H, 

Since I can never be Ziphares Bride. . 


For if thou ſnouldſt conſent to make us One, B 
And Heav'n ſhou'd warrant it; nay, tho” Zipharr Bu 
Extravagantly ſhou'd- conſent to take me, 

Ah, cou'd I meet thoſe dear, thoſe faithful Arms, 
Which yet, in Sleep, ne'er touch'd a Breaſt but : 
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Thus wrong'd, and thus defil'd, pus nothing left 

Of his Semandra, but her ſpotleſs Mind ! * 

This is too much to think. Ah, cruel King! 

Now I cou'd curſe, now I cou'd tear my ſelf 

Now I cou'd weep, as if *twere poflible 

To waſh my Stains out !, Tell me, O you Powers, 

For I'll be calm, was I not worthy of your Care ? 

And why, you Gods, was Virtue.made to ſuffer ? 

Unleſs this World be but as Fire, to purge 

Her Droſs, that ſhe may mount and be a Star. 

Were this but certain; ah! there's nothing ſure, 

But my irrevocable Fate, undone Semandra ! — 

This, this is certain, Death with Loſs of Honour. [ Exit. 
Mith. Farewell, Semandra, thou moſt wrong d 

Women. . 5 

But T'll this inſtant go to Monima 3 

And if I find what I ſuſpect, Pharnaces, 

Pl! cut thee off as an infectious Limb; 

And, for thoſe Villains, I ſhall quickly know 

The Wrong ſhe has had; whoſe accus'd Innocence 

If your foul” Words have ſully'd with black Slander, 

Think not teſcape : for ſhou'd you ride on Charms. 

Take Winds to bear you, or the Lightning's Speed, 


| Seman 
rights h 


tes ! 


With panting Horror to the Brink of Hell, 

I'd {weep you from the Verge to Flames beneath, 

And ſink your Villanies wit weighty Death. [ Exit. 
Phar. Firſt, fink. your ſelf, your Crown and Love 

Pelapidas, this comes of your cool Counſel : [together. 

Had I been heard, Monima had been gone, 

By this; enjoy'd, and crown'd my Royal Bride; 

And we receiv'd, as Conquerors by the Romany. 

Haſt thou not heard, how when Tygranes came, 

And caſt his Diadem at Pompey's Feet, 

He call'd him King, and-rais'd him by that Name 

To fit as Equal to the Roman Conſul ? * 8 

By all the Gods, I will not ſtay a moment, 

But take immediately my Flight; except. 

You {wear to ſide with Rome, call Pompey hither, 

And haſte with all the Forces we can make, 

To join his Army, and betray my Father, 


Pelop. 


| 
| 
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Pelip. A fudden Thought of lucky Miſchief coma 
Old Archilaus is arrived, but left 4 . 
The labour'd Army ſome few Furlongs hence: 
You know the violent Love the Soldiers bear 
The Prince your Brother; and we know too well, 
And ſo do all the murmu Citizens, 
How cruelly your Father lately us'd him: 
But that great Mole, the Muititude, ne'er ſees 
Who works their Prince, but ſtill take all on truſt; 
Therefore I inftantly will ſpread amongſt em, 
How Archilaus was Conſpirator 
. Againſt the Prince, and finding more Advantage 
To have the King his Son-in-Law, by Letters 
. Baſely compell'd his Daughter te the Marriage. 
Par. Millions to one but this will ſet em on: 
To tear curſt Archilaus like mad Dogs. | 
Befides, I find by frequent Murmurs, how. | 
His Subjects are quite tir'd with length of War; 
And, but laſt Night, I know no leis than twelve,, 
All Captains, who canſpir'd to-take the part 
Of Pompey, and intreated me to head em. 
Andr. Purſue the Treaſon, and be ſure it cool not; 
While I with Tryphon haſten to the Army; 
A Prieſt will colour well our Enterprize, 
There will we give out all, that Treachery 
Can raiſe to fire em; how the King has doom'd 
The Prince to Death, having firſt raviſh'd from him 
The fair Semandra, for whoſe ſake he dies. | 
Phar. While I immediately to Pompey ſend, 
Who comes, I hear, on haſty March, to fight 
Our Army, and beſiege us in aur Walls. i 
Pelop. Thus ſhall the Prince and J rule all within; 
And you, with the High- Prieſt my Brother, play 


Phar. I long to be in Action: 
And ſure Rome muſt, for the Overthrow, 
Give me my Father's Crowns; which Gratitude 
Shall diſtribute to both your utmoſt Wiſhes. 
Pelop. We muſt not doubt your Bounty—But away. 


Entet 
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Enter Ziphares, auith Iſmenes, at diſtance. 


pur melancholy Brother may o er- hear us. | 
| [Ex. Phar. Pelop. Andr. | 

Ziph. Oh, my hard Fate! why did I truſt her ever? | 

hat Story is not full of Woman's Falſhood ! | 

he Sex 1s all a Sea of wide Deſtruction: | | 

e are the vent'rous Barks that leave our Home, 

r thoſe ſure Dangers which their Smiles conceal : 

firſt, they draw us in with flatt'ring Looks 

Summer-Calms, and a ſoft Gale of Sighs : 

metimes, like Syrens, charm us with their Songs, 

ance on the Waves, and ſhew their golden Locks: 

t when the Tempeſtcomes, then, then they leave us, 

rather help the new Calamity, + 

d the whole Storm is one injurious Woman. 

he Lightning, follow'd with a Thunder-bolt, 

marble-hearted Woman: All the Shelves, 

he faithleſs Winds, blind Rocks, and finking Sands, 

e Women all; the Wrecks of wretched Men. 8 

ithee, 1/menes, while I lay me here, | 

arm me with ſome ſad Song into a Slumber. 


SONG: By Sir Car Scroop. 
7 1 


ef come 


| j NE Night when all the Village ſlept, 
Myrtillo's /ad Deſpair, 

e wandring Shepherd waking kept, 

To tell the Woods his Care. 

gone, ſaid he, fond Thoughts, be gone; 
Eyes, give your Sorrows oer: 

by ſhou'd you waſte your Tears for one 

at thinks on you uo more? 


II. 


all the Birds, the Flocks, and Pow'rs, 
That dwell within this Grove, 
in tell how many tender Hours 


We here have paſs d in Love. 
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Yon Stars above ( my cruel Foes ) 
Have heard how ſhe has fucorn 

A thouſand times, that like to thoſe 
Her Flame fhou'd newer burn. 


| III. | 
But, We nce ſhe's loſt, Oh! let me have 
My Wijh, and quickly die: | 
In this cold Bank Til make a Grave, 
And there for ever lie. 
Sad Nightingales the Watch ſpall keep, | 
And kindly here complain. 
Then down 2 Shepherd lay to ſleep, 
| But newer wak'd again, 


Enter Archilaus. 


Arch. How now, I/menes ? Prithee, gentle Boy, 
Inftru& me where to find thy Royal Maſter. 
What! doſt thou weep? I charge thee INE me to hin 
Iſne. See there, my Lord. 
Arch. Bleſs me, you Heav'nly Pow' IS, 
Upon the Earth ! It cannot be thy Maiter, 
Is ee a Poſture for a Conqueror ? 
He who fo bravely beat the Romans back, 
A General and Triumpher ? yy, 
ſme. By Heav'n, it's true, my Lord: there lies tt 
Prince. 
Arch. Something my Heart preſag d, when having lei 
The Army, I came poſting to the Court; 
And ſcarce receiv'd a Welcome from my Friends; 
They ſaid the Prince had triumph'd, but I ſaw 
Not the leaſt Track of ſuch a Glory leſt, 
No glimmering Twilight of fo full an Honour. 
There has been foul Play, and I'll find it out. 


Zipn. may; Semandra; Cruel Woman, leave me f 
Arch. Ha! goes it there? Ziphares, Prince ariſe. Iethi 
Ziph. Ha! who is there? Old Archilaus! LI 


Arch. Why 


Do I not ſee you in a Chariot, w. 
it 
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h all the Pride of Afa's brighteſt Gems? ' 
mount you not the Throne which you deſerve, 
Lords of Colchis waiting as your Slaves? 
e me ſome Reaſon why I ſee you thus. 
pb. Alas, he had no hand in her Revolt, 
r knows not yet, perhaps, how ſhe has us'd me: 
do I ſeem thus ſtrange then ?!——Oh, Archilaus, 
r I muſt never call thee Father more) | 
don my faulty Carriage. 8 
ch. Forbear theſe ſtrict Embraces, 
r Tears, your hanging on my Boſom thus : 
ur Sighs reduce my Age to ſobbing Childhood, 
d make an Infant of your poor old Man. 
Lipb. Did I not ſay, I never more mult call 
ee Father? | 
reh. Yes, you did. 
15%. Fond, fooliſh Sorrow! 
ou art, thou ſhalt, thou mult be ſtill my Father, 
| Brother, Siſter, Miſtreſs, All, my Friend; 
to hin r all but thou have left me: no kind Eye 
ies the Su rings of abus'd Ziphares ; 
hey fly, all fly from my infectious Fortune. 
Arch. Nay, good dear Prince, ſtand up, you ſmother all 
pur Words with Groans: dry up this womanith Grief, 
nd ſpeak, dear Sir, declare the curled Cauſe, _ 
he baleful Spring, the Source of all this Miſchief. 
Zipb. Wou'd you believe it? ſcarce can I my ſelf: 
h Heav'ns! and oh, you ever-burning Lights | 
ho have beheld at Midnight from your Orbs . 1 
ur Flames, that kindled bright and chaſte as your's3 
hich of you all, which moſt malignant Star, = | 
hew me that envious Fire that croſt our Loves, l 
hat I may curſe him from his fatal Sphere. | 
Arch. Name it, I ſay, the Ground of all this Trouble. 
feel a warm Revenge run thro' my Blood, : 
s if I had put off ſome forty Years : 
lethinks I ſtand as fit to fight the Cauſe 
Pf Friendſhip now, as then I cou'd my Love's. 
put ſpeak —— | 


Ziph. Thy Daughter 


With all the Coyneſs of a 
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Arch. Well, I gueſs Pate wounded there. 

Ziph. Semandra, my moſt fair, dear, gentle Miſty 

Arch. It ſhe be falſe, ſhe is no longer fair. 

Ziph. That ſweet proteſting Creature, that pure Wi F 
Where I ſo deep had writ my Vows in Blood, ( 
Is taken from me. | | | | 

Arch. By her own Conſent? 64 230%, 

Ziph. Moſt certain. That eternal Bond of Oath, 
Committed to her keeping; now is cancell'd: 
Ev'n her fair Hand, the Seal of all my Love, 

Her Hand has given her faithleſs Heart away. 
cb. Then, ſhe is falſe? you know her to be ſo. 

Ziph. Falſe, falſe, as Waters, Winds, or wandt 
She is more falſe than Woman can believe. (Firg 

Arch. The opening of her Treachery, ceme, hi 
Particular Revenge wou'd know Particulars: (wail 
At firſt, I gueſs'd, ſhe did receive you kindly. 

Ziph. Quite contrary, as if ſhe ne'er had ſeen me 
Quite alter'd, quite eſtrang'd, reſerv'd and cold, 

e-born Beauty, 

Made proud with Power : Not one tender Look, 
The very Accent of her Voice was chang'd, 

Nor was ſhe to be known but by her Beauty, | 
Nought elfe cou'd ſpeak her to my Senſe the ſame, of 
Oh nothing, but the Face of my Semandra. l 

Arch. When my keen Sword ſhall glitter in her Eye 
Doubt not, but I ſhall make her know you well; 

And tho” you never grace her with your Favour, 4 
For ſhe is now unworthy your Embraces ; ' 80 
Yet I will bring the Traytreſs to your knees. 
Lib. Car it b : 
Thou ſhou'dſt be ignorant, ſhe's paſt the giving? 

Arch, I have not met the News which your fwel 
A r ſo big with. | (Eye 

iph. Here I am loſtagainz 
Here all my Courage, which has born the Blow 


Of ſterneſt War, ſhrinks like a beaten Coward : | * 
Here, I confeſs, my Piety gives way, F / 
I cou'd fall out with the forgetful Gods, d 
And curſe the cruel Author of my Being. * th 
e 5 0 


King of Pontus. 
o, Tyrant, no, thou bloody Parent, think not 
That I will bear it longer. I'Il forget, 5 
ike thee, all Nature, all Remorſe, all Pity, 

And ſnatch her from thee, wedded as you are. 

Arch. What, wedded ! married! 

Ziph. Wedded, marry'd,. bedded ; 

e has enjoy'd her, rifled that fair Caſket, 

Vhere all the Riches of my Life are laid : 

es, yes, ye Gods, I ſaw em pals along, 

aſs to the Temple, thro the crouded Streets, 

aw 'em come back, darted my wiſhing Eyes 

t her falſe Face, with ſuch accuſing — ä 

he fainted in the Chariot; yes, I ſaw her 

nk pale, and dying down: but there I loſt her, 

nd left her to the Revels of the Night, 

o be enjoy'd, ev'n this laſt Night enjoy'd. 


: Arch. By all the Honours which ſhe has diſhonour'd, . 
a, e ſhall not live another. 


Ziph. Oh, my Father! | | 
ou'd you ww the Pains that I endur'd ! 


5 all the ſubtleſt Fits of ſharpeſt Sickneſs, 
[ere nothing to the Torments which J bore. 
im'd ev'n their diſrobing Kiſſes, Smiles, 
ſame, e firſt Embraces, and the wrecking Joy ; 
ber Eu- there methought Fancy it ſelf was ſtopt, 
n "Wl cou'd no more. The limit of my Life 
ell; as found, the End of all my Joys on Earth. | 
— Arch. She dies; not Deſtiny ſhall ſave her from us: 
ſhe has ſworn, and as ſhe has forſworn, | 
| draw my Sword, bath'd in her deareſt Blood, 
: om forth her Heart-Strings, while the rank red Weeds 
'S * Ing to my reeking Blade! Or wou'd you more? 


m grown up to your Anger. 

2 5 General. hold: ow | 

ave been impious in my vented Rage; 

r which, O pardon me, my Royal Father, 

d you, moſt injur'd Pow'rs, whom J offend ! 
d, Oh, whatever ſhall become of me, 

give the fair, the falſe, the lov'd Semandra. 
chile I live thou mark * gentle Limbs 


ou, II. With 
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With the leaſt Wound, it ends Zipbare Life ; 
Or if thou hurt her after I am dead, 
Thou'lt raiſe my Aſhes up in Arms againſt thee. 

1/me. My Lord, the Queen Semandra's coming hither, 
Ziph. Say'ſt thou? | 
Time. The Queen But ſee, ſhe enters! 
Ziph. Ha! 


Enter Semandra. 


Sem. O Ziphares! O Prince! O thou moſt wrong! 
Ziph. How can this be? Madam, you ought at leal 
To have ſent me word; for now, inſtead off Songs, 
I can preſent you nothing but my Tears; 
A beating Heart, and Groans that will not ſuit 
With your moſt happy State, your bleft Condition. 
Sem. Ah, did you rightly underſtand my Suff' ring 
You wou'd not wound a bleeding, dying Creature: 
But I'll endure yet more. When I am dead, 
And *tis too late, you'll murmur to your ſelf, 
At leaſt I might have heard what the poor Wretch 
Cou'd ſay. 
Arch. Oh Syren! but I will be huſh'd. *' [A 
Ziph. What canſt thou ſay, if I reſolve to hear the 
Thou wilt but tear the Wounds which thou haſt mad 
This Viſit was moſt cruel: Why com'ſt thou then, 
For fear I ſhou'd forget thee? Mercileſs Woman 
Arch. Vet let us hear her, Prince; let's hear the var 
That when ſure Vengeance overtakes her Crimes, n 
She may have nought to anſwer. 
Sem. The good God 
Reward that Voice of Mercy ; firſt then, my Lord, 
Zipb. No; I'll be gone, fly Archilaus, fly, 
She has a Tongue that can undo the World. 
She eyes me juſt as when ſhe firſt inflam'd me, 
Such were her Looks, ſo melting was her Langua! 
Such falſe ſoft Sighs, and ſuch deluding Tears, 
When from her Lips I took the luſcious Poiſon, 
When with that pleaſing perjur'd Breath avowing, 


King f Pontus. 
er Whiſpers tremhi d throꝰ theſe ne Ears, 
and told the Story of my utter Ruin: | 
Arch. Nay, "tis * impottible to clear her ſelf; * 
\nd it was Impudence to offer at it; 
Therefore, thou ſhameleſs Off- ſpring of my Blood, 
l cut = —— me: thus, r. It thy — 
Die, as thou deſire. rawing, ſtopt by Ziph. 
Ziph. Hold thy Hand; * * * Ds 
charge thee, touch her not. 
Arch. By Heav'n, ſhe dies: 
may diſpoſe my own, ſhe ſhall not live. 
Ziph. By all the Gods, ſhe ſhall, while I have Breath: 
And, if — draw'ſt, I'll guard her Life with mine. 
ſhou'd be loth to lift my Arm 'gainſ thee 
Df all Mankind ; but were my Father here 
Reſolv'd to give her Death, I wou'd oppoſe him. 
uff ring Sem. Draw agen, and ſheath your Weapons in my 
n curſt Semandra's Heart; but for the World, (Breaſt, 
Dh Father, do not wound the Prince Ziphares : 
Ind, oh Ziphares, do not hurt my Father! 
pon my Knees, I beg you to be calm, 
Ind hear me thus. 
Ziph. Oh riſe, falſe as thou art, 
hou once wert Empreſs of my Soul, and I 
ill drag thy Chains: Speak then, Semandra, ſpeak; 
or Tam doz'd fo weary with complaining, 
hat I cou'd ſtand and liſten to the Win 
r the Sond think that Woman talk'd ; obſerve the Rain, 
Ind think that Woman wept; or, in the Clouds, 
hold Semandra's Form, ſtill fleeting from me. 
ut, ſpeak, I.loſe my Senſes with my Woes. 


y Lord. Arch. He has ſav d thy Life; come, make a handſome 
ly, L recompence. (Ly e 
1. _ will be ſhort, as =. * pd: 

ne, en you were to Wars, the King re | 
Langu ow gk 'n beſt knows: And when with 


nqueſt 

du came — Battle, he with dreadful Threats 
dmpell'd me to receive you in that manner. | 
D 2 Zipb, 


4 
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Ziph. Ah, cruel Creature! what, what Menace, 
What fear of Death, cou'd ſo have made Ziphares 
Receive Semandra ? e | 
Sem. Not Racks, nor all the Tortures 
Which Hell combin'd cou'd put into the Hearts 
Of bloodieſt Tyrants, ſhou'd have forc'd me to't. 
But, Oh! your Life, which he with deepeſt Oaths 
Had {worn to take, unleſs I ſeem'd to ſcorn you; 
That daſt'd my Spirits, baffled all thedaring 
Of my defenceleſs Heart: There, I confeſs, 
The Woman work'd ; I trembled and agreed 
To ſee you ſo, rather than loſe you ever. 
Arch. Now, by my Arms, ſhe has come off wi 
| wonder : + eg 
Sem. And think, my Lord, reflect upon yourſelf; 
I dare believe ſo dearly once you lov'd me, 
That were you certain I ſhou'd loſe my Life, 
Unleſs you us'd me in that very manner, | 
I know you wou'd conſtrain your Flame a while, 


And ſeem as cold, and as reſerv'd as J. 4 
Ziph. Oh Heart! Oh bleeding Love ! but ſpeak, 
For there is wondrous Reaſon, mighty Senſe (mand: 
In what you ſay: And I cou'd hear you ever. 
Sem. When you were gone, the cruel King came it 
And without ſtop. propos'd the fatal Marriage, 
Which being deny'd, he forc'd me to the emple. | 
Vet, at the Altar, I deny'd my Hand. 
Invok'd the Gods with the moſt violent Sorrow, 
Tears, Sighs, and Swooningss curs'd the frighted Prick 
Struck down the Cenſors, and like one di 
I —_— my own Fleſh: but all in vain, 
I was ſuppos d his Queen, and ſo enjoy d. 
- Ziph. Then ſtill thy Heart, thy Heart was mine, 
Sem. It was, it is, for ever ſhall be yours. (and 
Ziph. Oh, at thy Feet let me for ever lie, 
Thus hang upon. thy Knees with dying Graſps, 
Thou moſt wrong'd Innocence, abus'd Semandra. 
Sem. Oh, my dear Lord, you ſhall not kneel wi 
249.5. Thou art not falle then! 


( 
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Sem. Cou'd you think meſo? 
Falſe to my Life, my Soul, my All I have! 

Ziph. I did; I thought thee falſe, and I deſerve 
To die for wronging.thy moſt matchleſs Faith : 


4 For thou art true; conſtant, as pining Turtles: 
* Conſtant, as Courage to the Brave in Battle; 
: Conſtant, as Martyrs burning for the Gods. 
12 25 Arch. What Changes drive the Buſineſs of the World! 
Come, no more weeping: Riſe, | 
Think on the King, if he ſhou'd take you thus. 
Ziph. Oh riſe Semandra ;- what, what are we doing! 
IV by, 4rchilaus, why didſt thou cut me off 
off v The Moment's Pleaſure which my Thoughts were for- 
urſelf; Thy cruel Breath quite broke the brittle Glaſs (ming ? 
arten; got my ſhort Life, and ſtopt the running Sand. 
| What ſhall we do, Semandra? | 
| Sem. Part and die. - | | 
ile | Zipb. Die, tis reſolv'd ; but how? That, that muſt be 
dune y future Care: And with that Thought I leave thee. 
| o then, thou ſetting Star; take from theſe Eyes, 
peak, Mcrheſe Eyes, that if they ſee thee, will be wiſhing ) 
and take thoſe languiſhing pale Fires away, 
und leave me to the wide, dark Den of Death. 
came " Sem. Something within ſobs to my boding Heart; 
's i. emandra ne'er ſhall ſee Ziphares more. X | 
PEE. Zipbh. . then; part, for ever part, Semandra: 
| Let me alone ſuſtain thoſe rav'nous Fates, 
* hich like to famiſh'd Tygers are gone out, 
ted ric nd have us in the Wind. Death come upon me; 
Qed icht, and the bloodieſt Deed of Darkneſs end me. 
But Oh, for thee, for thee, if thou muſt die, 
ko beg of Heav'n this laſt, this only Favour, 
„me "T's give thy Life a painleſs Diſſolution: 
(mand Oh! may thoſe raviſh'd Beauties fall to Earth 
ently, as wither'd Roſes leave their Stalks : 
ps, ay Death be mild to thee, as Love was cruel ; 
_— alm, as the Spirits in a Trance decay; 
{ 


and ſoft, as thoſe who fleep their Souls away. 
| | [Exenrt. 
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ACT v. SCENE 1 


Enter Pelopidas, Andravar, Priefts encompaſs” 4 quith 
Romans. 


aan, who ſend your Laws far as tl 
| SED, | Sun | 
His Beams, and whom the Univer 
6; 03) woman! | 
With Joy, yetd your Angerastix 
Why move you to the Ruin of this Tyrant, (God 
Ta the ſure Death of bloody Mithridates ; 
As if you fear'd, or car'd not hethou'd die ? 
Can you ſuſpect an Ambuſh? Or that we 
Shou'd dare — you, yielding thus our Perſons, 
Our Lives, our Prince himſelf into your hands? 
Aude. This Man, to whom the ſervile Prieſts bo 
Who wears a Crown in honour of his Place, (dom 


— 


And ſacred Worth, abandons all his Glories At 
T'atteſt the Truth of what we have declar'd. Pl 

| Fe 

Enter Pharnaces. T 

p , : 1 
But ſee, the fierce, the great Pharnaces Fo 
Comes on to meet you; wave his Royalties : Bu 
Therefore, O mighty Romans, give him Audience, An 
Phar. That I am rough, and of an untaught Spin Rc: 
All the Eaſt knows; I ever ſcorn'd thoſe Slaves Of 
With whom I have been bred ; and when my Fate Ti! 
Order'd Barbarian Princes for my Maſters To 
In Arts and Arms, I ipurn'd 'em from my Preſence; WW Fre 


And rather choſe, ſince Rome might not inſtruct me, To 
Nature in all my Actions for my Guide. But 
Hence cou'd I brook more hardly the fierce Mind 
Of our inhuman Parent Mithridates, 1 
5 


My eldeſt Brother's Fate did kindle firſt 
My fiery Soul to a moſt ſwift Revenge; 
For when the State of Beſphorus demanded | 
That Prince for King, he bound the gallant Youth 
In golden Chains, and doom'd him to be ſlain; 
Two more were by his boundleſs Fury ſtrangled: 
And even the laſt but me, the brave Ziphares, 
Laſt Night was murder'd in the Tyrant's Palace: 
In whoſe ſad Cauſe, the Squadrons which he ied 
Of late ſo valiantly againſt you Romans, 
Attend ſome Furlongs hence to join your Banners. 
If this be true, not to recount the Slaughters 
Of all his Queens and poiſon'd Concubines, 
I think the World (Nome, I ſhou'd firſt have nam'd) 
Will little cenfure this ſo juſt Revolt. 
If you ſuſpe& me falſe, behold Pharnaces, 
Ne'er yet detain'd, but free as roving Lions 
That ſwept at will like Winds in Deſarts wild; 
Behold him, with theſe noble Hoſtages, 
Your Pris'ner to be bound the Slave of Rome. 

Rom. Capt. Lead us on to Victory. 

Omnes. To Victory. | 

Phar. On then, you Race of Heav'n, you Seed of Gods; 
And to immortalize Pharnaces' Name, | 
Plant me, like Thunder breaking from this Cloud, 
Foremoſt ; while all the rattling Engines follow. 
Monima, whom this Tyrant raviſn'd from me, 
[ hear is fled to Pompey: Her I aſk 
For my Reward, with half his ſpreading Empire. 
But I hate Words; let's act, and then make claim, 
And, O remember, when we ſtorm the Town, 


WA 


d wwith 


Ar as the 


Univerk 


er astit 


cht Spit Remember that moſt horrid Maſſacre 
es Of Aſia: Whet on your blunted Spirits, 


Till with the Motion Lightning edge your Souls 
To mow off hoary Heads, — Infants puling 
From the lugg'd Breaſt, kill in the very Womb: 
To Beauty's Cries be deaf, make all Synope 
But one vaſt Grave, to hold the infinite Bodies 
Which we mnſt ſhovel in; and when you ſee 
The Head of Mithridates in this hand, | 
D 4 Then. 


-eſence; 
act me, 


Mind 
My 
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Then think who ever dar'd for Rome like me, 
Or bought an Empire at a Price ſo dreadful: 
Then yield the Beauty I ſo much deſire, 
And all thoſe Crowns to which my Thoughts 7 ire. 
| xc uni. 


SCENE II. 


Euter Ziphares, Archilaus. 


Ziph. "Tis late; the gath'ring Clouds, like meeting 
Come on apace, and Mortals now muſt die, (Armies, 
Til the bright Ruler of the _ Day 
Creates *'em new. The wakeful Bird of Night 
Claps her dark Wings to th' Windows of the dying. 
General, good Night. 

Arch. Sir, I'll not leave you yet; 

I do not like the duſky boding Eve. 
Well I remember, Sir, how you and I 
' Have often on the Watch in Winter walk'd, 

| Clad in cold Armour, round the ſleeping Camp, 
*Till cover'd o'er from Head to Foot with Snow, 
The Centinels have ſtarted at our March, 
And thought us Ghoſts ftalking in Winding-ſheets ; 
And do you think I cannot watch you now, 
Thus cover'd, and beneath this bounteoug Roof? 
Sleep, Sir; Þ'll you from ſuſpected Danger. 

Ziph. Danger! there's none; no Shadow of a Harm: 

Dear General, you'll oblige me to retire : 


We'll meet to-morrow with the earlieft Dawn ; fin 
I'm troubled now, and heavy; in the Morning, boy 
Soon as you pleaſe, you have Entrance here; he 
And then I truſt the bounteous Gods, you'll find * 

A wondrous Alteration. Sleep may charm 2 

7 


My talking Griefs, and huſh em faſt for ever. 
Arch. Tis that I fear I tell you there are Deaths e 
Brooding this Night abroad. A recluſe Prieſt, 
Surpriz'd with mortal Sickneſs, was this Evening, 
As he himſelf deſir'd, ta'en from his Bed, 
And carry'd to the Cloſet of the King ; 
3 Where, 
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Where, after ſome cloſe Conference, he expir'd. 
Immediately your Father Orders gave 
For doubling all his Guards, and went in fury 
To Monima's Apartment, where, 'twas ſaid, 
Pharnaces had been gone a while before. 
Ziph. I ever thought that Brother moſt ambitious ; 
But what is this to me? | 
Arch. What follow'd does : 
oncern both you and me, and all the Eaſt; 
WFor ſtrait, when the ſick Prieſt had breath'd his laſt, 
he ſacred Oil, which for a hondred Years 
Supply'd the Sun behind the golden Veil, 
ent out, and all the myſtick Lights were quench'd ; 
Strange doleful Voices ſhrilly echo'd thro? 2D 
he Kerken d Fane; the Monuments did open, 
and all the Marble-Tombs, like Spunges ſqueez'd, 
Wpouted big Sweat; the Curtain was conſum'd 
With wondrous Flame; and every ſhining Altar 
Diſſolv'd to yellow Puddle, which anon 
\ Flaſh of thirſty Lightning quite lick'd up : 
hile thro' the Streets your murder'd Brothers rode, 
ſreathias, Mithridates, and Machares, 
\nd madded all the ſcreaming Multitude.. 
s not this ſtrange ? 
Ziph. The Gods reproach my Slackneſs. [ Aal. 
is ſtrange! moſt wondrous ſtrange! once more I pray 


2 
xc unt. 


neeting 
rmies, 


ing. 


A dy all our Friendſhip, leave me to my ſelf. (thee, 
Harm: Arch. Ah, Prince, you cannot hide 
our Purpoſe from your narrow- ſearching Friend: 
find it, by the ſinking of your Spirits, 
our hollow Speech, deep Muſings, eager Looks, 
5 Vhoſe fatal Longings quite devour their Objects; 
90 ou have decreed, by all the Gods you have, | 
his Night to end your Life. 
Zipb. Away, 
Deaths never thought thee troubleſome till now. 
Arch, I care not ; ſpite of all that you can do, 
8 Il ſtay, and weep you into Gentleneſs: 


our faithful Soldier, this old doting Fool, 
hall be more troubleſome than one that's wiſer. 


V here, Ds By 
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By Heav'n, you ſhall not hurt your precious Life. 
I'Il ftay, and wait you, wake here till I die; 
Follow. you as a fond and fearful Father 
Wou'd watch a deſperate Child. 
Zip, I'Il tell thee then, 
Since thou wilt tear the Secret from my Breaſt, 
And dive into the Bottom of my Soul, 
This Night muſt end me: Make not a Reply; 
"Tis fix'd as faſt and ſure as are my Woes. 
Didſt thou but know what 'tis to love like me, 
And to be ſo belov'd ; O Archilaus ! 
Yet to be paſt all Hope of Happineſs, 
Of ever taiting thoſe defired Beauties, : 
Of any Dawn, leait Glimpſe, or Spark of Comfort, 
Didſt thou not hate me much, even thou wou'dt kill me 
Arch. If that my Death (for that indeed's but little 
Cannot once move you from this dreadful Deed, 
Yet Prince, your Country, which muſt fall without ya 
Your bleeding. Country muſt obtain at leaſt, 
That you wou'd live to free her from her Foes : 
Your Glory calls, your ſinking Father begs, 
That you wou'd fave your Country from the Roman: 
Ziph. Nluch I indeed have got by conquering Rem 
And to much purpole loſt iny deareſt Blood! 
Much have my Wounds delery'd ; and Heav'n can tt 
How nobly I have been rewarded for em! 
I tell thee, Archilaus, J have ſworn, 
Were I to live, I wou'd not fight again: 
The World ſhou'd neither better be nor worſe 
For me. But I waſte time; and to convince thee, dhe 
Since thou wilt have the trouble to behold 
My Death, I bid thee now farewell for ever. 
Arch. Hold, Sir. . 
Z:iph. ] will, and talk as calm to thee 
As any dying Roman of 'em all : 
T have conſider'd weil of what I do, 
And I will periſh with as little Noiſe 
As Fate cou'd w1ih, that wou'd not be accus'd. ze ce 
Arch, I'll follo y you. 


3 


Zij 
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Ziph. I wou' d intreat thee not: ä 
Thou haſt no Sorrows that are paſt the Sufferance: 
And ſure my flying Soul will hang her Wing, 
When ſhe ſhall feel thy weighty Death upon her. 
O, Archilaus, leave me to my Fate; 

If thou muſt ſee me fall, I charge thee live, 
At leaſt ſo long to tell Semandra of me: 
Bear her ſome Token of my ill- ſtarr'd Love, 
Which Empire cou'd not win to live without her. 
Dip in the Blood which trickles from my Heart 
Thy Handkerchief; and bid her keep it for me, 
As a Remembrance now and then to mourn me: - 
Swear to do this. 
Arch. This I will do; and, mark me, cruel Prince 
If thus thou violate that Royal Frame, | 
Tearing the gallant Spirit from this Manſion, 
I (wear, by what I tremble at, thy Death, 
Il double all thy Wound upon Semandra. 

Ziph. Ha! | 
Arch. T'lltear her piece-meal, and ſo hack her Limbs, 
hou ſhalt not know her in the other World. 

Ziph. Oh Forture! dear, good Archilaus, hold: 
I know thou canſt not mean ſuch Cruelty. 
Vhy doſt thou rack me thus with Thoughts in Death, 
hat are much heavier even than Death itſelf ? 

hy doſt thou make my Eyes thus ſwim in Tears? 
charge thee do not hurt her; for the ſake 
Df all the Gods, be gentle to my Love; 
beg for Mercy to the ſoft Semandra. 
Alas, if ſhe deſerv'd, as ſhe is faultleſs, 
dhe cou'd not bear the Wounds which we can bear. 

Arch. Give me your promiſe then that you will live; 
ive but this Night, or I have ſworn her Death. 

Ziph. Thou haſt found the Means to charm me into 
ind keep me on the Rack, but no more Threats (Life, 
Againſt Semandra : Twas unkindly done, 
and I grow angry at my Fate's delay. 
Arch. Why will you be thus forward? Live to-night, 
ze careful of yourſelf but till the Morn ; 


Methinks 
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Methinks there may be Wonders wrought e' er then. 
Ziph. O Archilaus! Tis impoſſible: 
Had ſhe been raviſh'd by another Man, 
I cou'd have clear'd her with the Villain's Blood ; 
But by my Father touch'd, what Miracle . 
Can work me into Hope? Heav'n here is Bankrupt; 
The wondring Gods bluſh at the want of Pow'r, 
And quite abaſh'd, confeſs they cannot help me. 
Arch. Sure, by yon lighted Torches, I diſcern 
| Your Father moving this way. | 
Ziph. Ha; my Father ! 
How my Fleſh trembles ! I cou'd do a Deed 
Wou'd make us both run mad. Draw, Archilaus: 
Yet ſtay ; What Devil ſtarts thus in my Blood, 
And turns my Reaſon to the Maze of Folly ? 
No; let us ſuffer more, if poſſible: | 
Yet I will ſhun his Preſence. Oh, ye Pow'rs, 
Is that a Crime? Anſwer me, if it be; 
And I will meet him, tho' his Sight ſhould blaſt me. 
- [Exeunt. 


Enter Mithridates, Captain of the Guards, and 4. 
| | tendants. | 


Mith. Betray'd ! and by my Son! given up a Prey 
For the inſulting Romans to devour ! 
Pharnaces is the Traitor, that Pharnaces 
Who was Yinheritall that Space of Empire, 
Which Fortune gave to this unhappy King ! 
O Friends, when from the Palace-Gate we ſally'd, 
And drove the bold Aſſailants thro' the City, 
T'he impicus Boy charg'd, as I foremoſt rode, 
And brav'd my Fury with his Bever up. 
But, Oh the Gods! I who before had crimſon'd 
My Arms with Blood of Rebels; I who mov'd 
With Whirlwinds ſwiftneſs ſtill on every ſide, 
And toſt like Leaves the weightieſt Foes about me, 
| Now ſtood, as if Gorgonian Charms had fixt me: 
Nor know I more 


1 . Catt, 


* . 
"> 


Ni of Pontus” $5 

Capt. Your Sword, Sir, when you- 
A able had gaz d on Gar audacious Prince, 
Fell from your Hand, your. mighty * leſt you: 
And as ſome famous Piece of antique Work, 
When the ſunk Props and waſted Beams decay, 
Staggers and nods before the Ruin comes; 
So wav'd your Royal Fabrick e'er it fell: | 
And as our Arms receiv'd you, curs'd Pharnaces;. 
Born by Ambition to a Murder new, 
Offer'd a Wound, and 'twas with great Expence 
Of Lives, we bore your Body to the Palace. 

Mith. My Senſes blaze; my laſt I know is come; 
My laſt of Hours: Tis wondrous horrid ! Now: 
My lawleſs Love, and boundleſs Pow'r. reproach me. 
But I will think no more on't. Come, my Friends,. 
Let's meet theſe Romans, and my Rebel Son; 
Let's kill till we are weary, then lie down. 
And reſt for ever: O tis noble Ruin 
Creatures of vileſt Make, upon diſguſt, 
With Knives or Cords ſet looſe their Coward Souls; 
But we will live in ſpite to grieve the World, 
While Life will laſt, or any Spirits hold. | 
O that like Serpents hewn, we ſtill might move, 
Our Limbs lopt off, and kill wich every Parcel l 


Enter 3 


mas}: 


me. 
E xeunt, 


nd A. 


a Prey 


dem. Tis done; my Ruin is at laſt reveng d, 
And cruel Mithridates is no more : 
That famous wicked Man ſhall kill no more; 
FaPn is the Murderer, he ſhall love no more 
Another's Right; ſhall raviſh. now no more. 
Mith. O. Horror! ſnatch me, Furies, from her Pre- 
Cape wide, O Earth, and ſwallow me alive. (ſence; 
Sem. I go before, but never ſhall we meet. 
On Earth again, inhuman Mithridates : 
Yet I rejoice not, be my Witneſs, Heav'n, 
At thoſe Calamities that come upon thee ;. | 
but think 'em juſt, and with a dread Reflection 


- Behold 


ly'd, 


Behold thy Fate, and wonder at the Gods: 

Not but thy Son, my Love, my loſt Ziphares, 

And I, in lamentable Shapes, made u 

By Death's own Hand, will tell em all thy Story. 

For-ever thus, thou Raviſher of Honour, 

I leave thee to the Vultures of thy Conſcience, 

Toall the Stings Ambition feels in Death, 

Or Luft, the Rape committed. O, you Pow'rs 

Make firm my Hand, for an Exploit to crown 

My Life, whoſe Buſineſs ſhall be quickly done. [ Ei; 
Mith. Away, to Arms, to Arms; plunge deep i 


Blood ; e lin 
Ze quick to die. Were all the Roman Piles, Fa 
And Scythian Darts, and Parthia's poiſon'd Arrows, - 


Shot thro” this Body, her Words wound me more. 
I'll not endure't; ruſh to the fatal War: 


L;wou'd be drunk with Death, and ſteaming Slaughter Wil 
To ſtupify the Senſe of inward Torment. 7 
Haſte then, and wallow in the murd' ring Field, ; 
Thro' all the Avenues to Battel fly; No 
They who have liv'd in Blood, in Blood muſt die. * 
; [E xeunt _ 
ä ; OWC 
Trumpets. Enter Pelopidas, Andravar, their Sor N. 
drawn, with a Lamp. et 

Pelop. Vonder he ſallies, furious for Deſtruction, 

And now full Scope is giv'n to act our Buſineſs, 

And end the ſad Ziphares. . 
Andr. I am gla W 
The Chance is fallen to us: To Death, nay more, K h 
To Hell, I hate him, and to have him ſlain Tho 
By any Hand but mine wou'd pall the Murder. T g 
Pelp. The Palace now is drain'd 8 bh 
Of all the glittering Hoſt that twinkled here, V5 
Following their King, to ſhoot the Gulph of Ruin; Wh, 
And it was order'd well by Prince Pharnaces, F : 
While with the Romans he diſpatch'd his Father, _ 


That we ſhov'd kill his drooping Brother. Ha! 
| | 1 


Kue of Pontus. 78 
1 hear ſome Tread! your Lamp muſt wink a While. 
Enter Ziphares. 


Ziph. Oh, "tis too much; I never ſhall ſleep more. 
How loud the Voice of Fate ſounds every where! 
Trumpets and Drums! yet old Archilaus, | 
With Grief and Watching ſpent, in ſpite of all 
Thoſe T'ides of Care that iwell'd e' er while ſo high, 
Lies like a Child that braul'd himſelf to ſleep. 

Iſnenes too, that wept to ſee me mourn, 

Falls on his Breaſt, and nods his Tears away ; 
So ſleeps the Sea-Boy on the cloudy Maſt, 
Safe as a drouſy Tryton, rack'd with Storms, 
While toſſing Princes wake on Beds of Down. 

Pelep. Tis he; ww 

Audr. Both perith it he eſcape. | 

Ziph. This Darkneſs fills my Breaſt with Horror: 
Now I may do the Deed ; which done, all's ſure: 

It ſhall be ſo, and thus I will deceive him: 


OWS, 


uughte, 


Fran But then he kills Semandra. Whence this Light? 
eum Swords! Vizors! What Aſſaſſinates are theſe? 
Savrh Wou'd they were more, for Ruin is my Wiſh; 
ne vet 1 0ifdain to fall by Villains Hands. [Beats em off. 
6m; Enter Semandra, with a Dagger in her Hand. 
© p 
Sem. Where do I wander in the diſmal Shades 
Of this black Night ? There's not a Soul beneath, 
Who dy'd, as I muſt do, for fatal Love, 
— Knows better all the gloomy Arbours there, 
Than I each Chamber in this Houſe of Death. 
"Twas here the godlike Prince did woo me firſt, 
Sigh'd his firſt Vows, and wept me into Paſſion ; 
1 Where ſhall I find him, that moſt perfect Soul? 


Whoſe Witneſs will to After-Ages aniwer 
For all the ſported Loves of perjur'd Men. 
c Meet him I muſt, and run into his Arms; 


But with a Reman Blow, which firſt ſhall drive 
5 This 


& MITHRIDATES, 
This Ponyard to my Heart; then ruſh upon him, 
Then claſp him cloſe, then he'll believe me true. 


Enter Ziphares. Ir 
(goes 


Zipb. This Way the Cowards fly; this Way the Noik 
Ithink thou haſt it there, and canſt not ſcape me. 

Sem. I thank the Gods, I ſhall not. Let me ki 
The Hand that kills me. Oh too gracious Heay'n! 
Semandra now 1s happy 

Ziph. Semandra! what; | | 
What ſay'ſt thou? ſpeak again, thou diſmal Voice. 

Sem. O that I cou'd ſee your Face before I die: 
Thoſe Eyes, where I wou'd look my Soul away. 

Ziph. Awake; what oh, 1/menes ! haſte, a Light; 
Haſte hither, Father A4rch:/aus, haſte ! 
My Heart bodes Ruin, we are all undone. 


Enter Archilaus, and Iſmenes, with 4 Light. 


Oh, Father, either I am charm'd, or here 
Semandra lies, ſlain by this dreadful Hand. 
Arch. Our Guardian Spirits ſhield us, tis my Daughter, 
Ziph. Curs'd Fate! malicious Stars! you now haze 
Your ſelves of all your pois'nous Influence; {(drain'l 
 Ev'n the laſt baleful Drop is ſhed upon me. 
Sem. Give me thy Hand, . moſt matchleſs of thy 
O join us, Father, join us thus in Death: (Kind; 
Now thou art mine; and we'll be wedded too 
In th'other World; our Souls ſhall there be mixt: 
- Who knows but there our Joys may be compleat ?. 
A happy Father thou; and I, perhaps, 
The {miling Mother of ſome little Gods. 
Ziph. Oh, Archilaus, if thou lov'ſt her Memory, 
' Fly to the King, and let him underſtand | 
The Truth of all: if he be pleas'd to hear her, 
Intreat him haſte, the Pangs of Death are on her. 


Arch, 


bt. 


Ar, 


King of Pontus. 89 

Arch. J will, if Tears will let me find the way: 
nd, by your leave, theſe Weapons ſhall be mine, [ Exit. 
Zipb. That I ex . Ha; ſhe faints, /mener, 
un to my Cloſet, haſte, where thou wilt find 

golden Vial of rich Juice, to bring the Spirits 

k to their Seat: go, pour it in a Bowl 

ith ſpeed to fave her. [Exit Iſmenes. 
laſt thou not a Word, | 

$yllable, fair Soul! Speak, ſpeak, Semandra ! 

feel a trembling Warmth about thy Heart : 


ants. | 
bn As Cowards do before a Battel. 
n, the great March is ſounded! 
Ziph, Stay thee one moment, 


„ 6 


Iſmenes re- enters with a Bowl. 


nd I will lead thee on. Away, Lſnenes; 
atch thou the King's Approach, and bring me word. 
5 [Ex . Iſmenes. 
ere, ſeeſt thou this, my Love, look up, Semandra, 
hou dying Spark, glimmer a little whale ;. 
hold this Cordial, this ſure warmth at Heart, 
his faithful Off'ring of eternal Love. 
Sem. Whither, oh where? Death's Miſt comes faſt 
hat is't you drink ? (upon me. 
Zipb. A Draught which makes me thine ; 
he Pow'rful Cordial which my Father gave me, 
noble Compound of his fatal Skill. 
e charg'd me, when I cou'd not live with Honour, 
o take it, and be free. 5 
dem. Methinks your Voice is faint 
s diſtant Echoes; and I'm now far off: 
las, I know not where. | 
Ziph. T'll fold thee thus, 
nd Mithridates ſhall not part us now : 
in thus the dy ing Flames with my laſt Breath. | 


She's 


[Dies. 
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If that the brave Ziphares be not kilbd! 


e 
—— 


oo AMITHRIDATES, 
She's out: the damp of Death has quench'd her qui 
The ſpicy Doors, her Lips, are ſhut, cloſe lock d, 
Which never Gale of Life ſhall open more. 

J come. Oh Father! Oh thou true Phyſician ! 
Thou work' me nobly now; and 'tis welcome 
Thy Drugs are quick; once more, O Love! I con 
Thou moſt of Life in Death. Ambition, Fame, 
Tis empty all, and nothing but a Name. [Dig 


Enter Archilaus, Mithridates, /upported bleeding; Phy A 
naces, Pelopidas, Andravar, ound. be {c 


Arch. Behold, behold, my Lord, how I'm rewar 
For faithful Service, for the numerous Scars W hc 
Which in your Cauſe have mark'd my aged Body: Vn 1 
My Daughter's flatn. Ha! let me never riſe, 


Was this the Cordial, wicked Boy, thou brought ſt hinſh\ccu 
Mith. Blame not the guiltleſs, for by me he's poiſon” 0 k 
By this inhuman T'yrant, Monſter, Parricide ; 
By me the Drugs were mix'd, and doPd about 
To my unhappy Children, left furpriz'd 
They ſhvu'd be borne to Rome for Royal Slaves. 
Arch. Dead! art thou dead, O lovely, Royal Pla 


Blown down by guſty Heav*n, in all thy Bloom ! M 
My Hour is come ; and thus I follow thee. How 
Mith. Hold him. What meens the frantick Genenlfſ*10w 
Diſarm, and bring him hither. Knee}, O kneel, Whe 
Before theſe Bodies. | The 
Arch. What wou'd yon, Sacred Sir ? That 
* Mith. Swear, ſwear to live. Revo 
I have a Royal Race of Little-ones : My! 
Live, I conjure thee, to defend thoſe Infants Into 
From Roman Rage; intreat Victorious Pompey, Ihe 
And he'll be gentle to'em : Swear to live. Prep: 
Arch. I ſwear ; but after tha | Here 
Mith. Riſe, and no more. | And, 


| My Blood leaks faſt; and the great heavy Lading, In fa 


y Soul, will uickly fink; therefore revenge : 
Ves, you pale Figures, you moſt precious Forms, 
Vho, where you walk, for ſure you tread the Stars, 


n ! hame brighteſt Gods, and add new Light to Heav'n, 
ne irſt, in moſt dreadful manner, will I give 
Jer hoſe T raitors Lives, who drew me to your Ruin. 


Tence burn the Slaves; the curs'd Pelopidas, 

nd Villain Andravar: Away with em. 

'or thee—— (but ſure I ſhall diſdain to name thee) 

he Palace yet is ours. 

Arch. But cannot long 

be ſo: Pompey the Great is enter'd ; | 

and thoſe who took your Part are all revolted. 
Mith. Away then ; bear him to the middle Turret, 

Whoſe brazen Head riſes above the reſt; 

In ſight of Pompey, throw him from the top, 

nd give his molt aſpiring Life an End. 

Phar. I know thou not long out- lve me, Tyrant. 

Accurs'd be Fortune, which too forward bore me 

o be thy Prey; and rot the Hand that ſeiz d me: 

et, when my Ghoſt is from this Body daſh'd, 

If ſuch a Gobling as a Ghoſt there be, 

Uriſe, and wing the mid-way Air to wait thee ; 

Hurl'd ſhalt thou be, as Saturn was by Fove, 

And flag beneath me, while I reign above. | 
Mith. O General, behold, and wonder with me, 

How ſwiftly Fate can make, or unmake Kings ! 

How empty is Death's Pomp, compar'd with Life! 

Where now are all the buſy Officers, 

The ſupple Courtiers, and big Men of War, 

That buſtled here, and made a little World? - 

Revolted all ? Support me, for I go. 

My Soul is on the Beach, and ſtreight muſt launch 

Into th' Abyſs of the black Sea of Death, 

| Where Furies ſtand upon the ſmoaky Rocks, 

Prepar'd to meet one greater than themſelves. 

Here, lay me bleeding by theſe murder'd Lovers; 

And, Oh, when I am dead, let Sorrow talk | 

In ſacred Silence to my gaping Tomb. 


Forget 


„ MITHRIDATES. 


Forget that ever Mithridater was; TA HEE 
No Tongue relate the Deeds this Hand has done: 


Let Thought be ſtill, or work beneath the Ground! 
But Oh, he's come: cold Tyrant, I obey, 


And hug thy Dart, that bears my Life away. [ Dia. 
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To the Right Honourable 
P HIL F b. 


Earl of Pembroke and 
ee Cc. 5 


MV LORD, 


HEIN an univerſal Conſter- 
nation ſpreads thro the King- 
dom, and the Peace which 

every Man enjoys, becomes 
dreadful to him; when Mens Minds in 

this dead Calm of State, are as buſy, as, 
us fear'd, the. Hands of ſome wou'd be 

a the Tempeſt of a Battel, to ſee a Poet 

lotting in his Chamber quite another 

ay, painting faſt as vigorous Fancy 

n inſpire him, drawing the paſt World, 

he preſent, and to come, in a narrow 

pace; is an Image not unworthy a grave 
uh. Man's 
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all your eminent Relations, have al 


6 The Epiſtle Dadicatory. 
Man's Contemplation. It is the Bufineſs 
of poor Poets to be the Diverſion of Man- 
kind; Pleaſure is their Being. I think 
I may call 'em Miſtreſſes of the World; I 7 
which, if granted, I am ſure tis eaſy W h 
to prove their Gallants very brutiſh, for MW th 
they generally loath them as ſoon as ex 
they are enjoy'd: the beſt of em come un- be 
der the ſevereſt laſh of the greateſt Men; 
nay, the leaſt will be ſhooting their Bolts, 
and when the Maſtifls worry 'em, the 
little Curs will be barkmg ; the whole 
World cenſures, and ev'ry daring Poet 
that comes forth, muſt expect to be like 
the Almanack Hero, all over Wounds, 
For my own part, I have been ſo harſh: 
ly handled by ſome of them, that my 
Courage quite fail'd me; nor wou'd ! 
now appear in Print, but under the Pro- 
tection and Patronage of your Lordſhip. 
Vour illuſtrious Forefathers, and indeed 


ways been of the firſt-rate Nobility, 
Patrons of Wit and Arms, magnificent. 
ly brave, true old-ſtampt Britons, and 
ever foremoſt in the Race of Glory 
Not to unravel half your Honourable 
Records, I challenge all the _ | 

am 
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Fame to ſhow an Equal to the immortal 
Hauey, ev'n when ſo many contempo- 


m- 

nk T rary Worthies flouriſh'd; I mean Sir 
d; Philip, the Name ſtill of your Lord 
afy I ſhip, true Rival of your Honour, one 
for M that cou'd match your Spirit, ſo moſt 
a3 fl extravagantly great, that he refus'd to 
un be a King. He was at once a Cz/ar and 
en; a Virgil, the leading Soldier, and the 
olts, M foremoſt Poet; all after this muſt fail: 
the Lhave paid juſt Veneration to his Name, 
aole and methinks the Spirit of Shakeſpear 
poet puſh'd the Commendation. 

nike That there are in your Lordſhip all 
nds I theſe excellent Grains which made this 


arſh-M perfet Man, I think my ſelf bound by 
my Reaſon to tell the World, which to my 
1d particular Obſeryation and certain Know- 
Pro- ledge, has done you wrong. I muſt ac- 
ſhip. knowledge, that your boiling Youth 
deed has made great Sallies ; and ſo did Alex- 
-M ander, and our great Fifth Henry : 
Your Spirit complains as Alexander's 
did for Action, who grudg d his Father's 
Conqueſts, as if his Soul was ſpent, and 
wanted Elbow- room, reſolvd to go a- 
broad o'er Walls, if not thro Doors: 
and Men of Senſe laugh at your preciſe 
„ Fellow, 
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tholick III, it paſſes through the World 
inſinuating Poiſon, a Jeſuit's Powder, 


Diſeaſe it promotes. I am confident, all 


Fellow, your Cynzck in a Tub, who 
thwarts the Courſe of Nature, and is ne- 
ver pleas d but when he ſees grey Hair 
upon a young Head. If to be truly Va- 
liant, ev'n in cold Blood; Magnificent Nerv 
as the old Nobility infinitely Charitable, 
Modeſt as Humility it ſelf, the faſteſt 
Friend upon Earth, where your Lordſhip 
is pleas d to fix the Honour; if theſe 
Ingredients can compound one admirable 
Man, then may your Lordſhip ſtand 
forth a Monument of laſting Honour, 
Perhaps for this I ſball incur the Notion 
of a Flatterer: Flattery indeed is a Ca- 


and ſuits with all Complexions: Tis an 


which ſeems to intend the Cure of the 


thoſe who have the Honour of your 


Lordſhip's Acquaintance, will tell me 


J have ſaid too little. Let it ſuffice, 


that I imitate the beſt of Poets in a ſhort 


but hearty Acknowledgment of my Ob- 
bligations to your Lordſhip. 
Therefore I hope, as your Lord- 
ſhip's Great Uncle ſhone upon the migh- 
ty Ben with a full Fayour, (tho' my beſt 
Muerits 
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Merits are not the ten thouſandth part of 
his ſmalleſt Labours) your Lordſhip's 
nfinite Goodneſs will accept of my ho- 
eſt Intentions, which to your Lordſhip's 


ent Pervice ſhall be ever humbly offer'd by, 
le, | 
r | 

hip , Lord 

ele 


ble Tour Lordſhip's moſt Humble 


ar and Obedient Servant, 


PROLOGUE 


Written by Mr. Dryden. 


H' unhappy Man, who once has traild a Pen, 
Lives not to pleafe himſelf, but other Men; 


I always drudging, waſtes his Life and Blood, 
Yet only eats and drinks what you think good : 
What Praiſe foeer the Poetry deſerve, 

Yet every Fool can bid the Poet larwe: 


Dat fumbling Letcher to Revenge is bent, 


Becauſe he thinks Himſelf or Whore is meant : 
Name but a Cuckold, all the City ſwarms, 
From Leaden-Hall t Ludgate is in Arms; 
Were there no fear of Antichriſt or France, 
In the bleſt Time poor Poets live by chance. 
Either you come not here, or as you grace 
Some old Acquaintance, drop into the Place, 
Careleſs and qualmiſh with a yawning Face: 
You fleep o er Wit, and by my Troth you may, 
Moſt of your Talents lie another way. 

You love to bear of fome Prodigious Tale, 

The Bell that toll d alone, or Iriſh Whale. 
News is Jour Food, and you engugh froviae, 
Both for your ſelves and all the World beſide, 


PROLOGUE. | 11 
One Theatre there is of vaſt refort, 
Which wvhileome of Requeſts was call d the Court; 
But now the great Exchange of News tis kyght, 
Ard full of hum and buzz; from Noon till Night: 
Up Stairs and down you run as for a Races 
And each Man wears three Nations in his Face ; 
So big you look, tho Claret you retrench, 
That arm'd with bottled Ale, you huff the French: 
But all your Entertainment flill is fed 
By Villains, in your own dull Iſland bred : 
Would you return to ut, wwe dare engage 
Þ ſhew you better Rogues upon the Stage: 
tou know no Poiſon but plain Rats-bane here, 
Death's more refim d, and better bred elſewhere. 


bey have a civil way in Italy, J 


By ſmelling a Perfume to make you die, 

Trick wwou'd make you lay your Snuff-box by. 
Murder's a Trad. known and praftis'd there, 
bat "tis infallible as is the Chai. 

But mark their Feaſt, you ſhall behold ſuch Pranks, 
he Pope ſays Grace, but "tis the Devil gives Thanks, 


Had he the Pope's Effigies meant to 0 
And hept for ſport his Abbes in an Urn; 


hall breed no mere @ Race of zealous Lyars ; 
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LI, then l= You bis Fudget; <ohat Pretence 
Made them roar out, this Play would give Nai 


To try if Reliques would perform, at home, 
But half thoſe Miracles they du at Rome; 

More could not have been ſaid, nor more been done, 

To damn this Play about the Court and Jaun: 

Nat if he ad ſhewn their Philters, Charms and Rage, 
Nay, conjur d up Pope Joan to pleaſe the Age, 
And had her Breeches ſearch'd upon the Stage. 

Firft then, he brings a Scandal on the Gown, 

Aud makes a Prieft both Letcher and Buffoce ? 

Why, was no Fool yet ever made a Flamen, 


But Dulneſs quite entail d upon the Lay-men ? 


Or vas it ever heard in Rome before, 

That any Prieſt was queſtion'd for his Whore ? 

Yet more, the horrid Chair, the Midnight Shaw == 
He fays "tas done two hundred Years ago: 

He only points their ways of murdering then; | 


If you muſt dam, ſpare the fries Pen, 
And damn thoſe Rogues that a em ver agen. 
But Dominicks, F ranciſcans, Hermits, Fry ars, 


Villain 


ence? 


age, 5 


Villain 


EPILOGUE. - rg 
Villains, who for Religion's Propagation, i 


Came here diſguis'd in ev'ry mean Vacation, 
And ft in Stalls to ſþy upon the Nation. 


o¹ Emniffarike, Beit Trade firbear, : |. 494“ . 4 


Spread no more Savoy Reliques, Bones and Hair, 
Shall ſell no more like Baubles in a Fair: 

Monks under ground ſpall ceaſe to earth like Males, 
And Father Lewis leave his lurking Holes ' 

Get no more thirty Pounds for a blind Story, - 

Of freeing a Welch Soul from Purgatory. _. 
7eſuits in Rome ſhall quite forfevear their Functiun, 
Aud not for Gold give Whores. the Extreme Unction: 
High Engliſh Whores, that have all Vices paſt, 
Shall ceaſe to turn true Catholicks at lap, 

When Poets aurite, th by exafeft Rules, 


Aud are not judg d by Knaves, and damm d by Fools. 
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Coſor Fic Sons of Alexander 1 Betttrton, 
of Gandia. the Sixth. 10 bY r. Williams, 
Machiawel, Secretary of Florence... Mr. Smith. 
A 1 
7 gainſt Borgia Mr. Gillew. 


| Aſcanio Sforza, A Buffoon Cardinal. M. Lee. 


Vitellizzo, Chief of the Vitelli. Mr. Percivel. 
Enna, 

Ange, 

Alonzo, 

Don Michael, 

Cardinals, Cc. 


Bellamira, Daughter of Orſino. Mrs. Lee, 


Adorna, Her Kinſwoman and Confi- Jus. Price. | 


dante. | 


. Attendants, Ee. 


Scene, ROME, 


* 
} : 


9 


4 WV, 
7 - _ 
NY 
+ 
hs 
/ 


wal. 


SCENE is a Chamber of State ; at diſtance are diſcovered 
little American Boys with Boxes of Jewels in their 
Hands; on each fide of the Stage, from the flat Scene 
to the Chamber, long Indian Screens are ſpread at their 
2. fall length. 
ice. Enter Alonzo, and Don Michael. | 
% RE theſe the Preſents, ſay ſt thou, 
W. of the late 5 
I W New Cardinal, Aſcanio Sforza ? 
| 2 * Alonz. They are; he offers thus 
* | to. Machiawel, 
And thinks that Gold may bribe him to betray 
The Duke Yalentinais. But, Michael, tell me 
What does the World report of this Creation ? 
Does it not rail, and grin, and bite the Pope ? 
D. Mich. Has it not Reaſon? For, betwixt ourſel ves; 
Would any Man in his high Dignity 
So vilely {ell the Glories of the Church? 
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A Lover; beſt take heed of walking late: 


With ſome State Birth ? if ſo, I'll wait agen. 


—ä— — — ⁰ — — — 
- — —— ang_—_— - 
A. " 


Twelve Cardinals at once created ! 
Aſeanio firſt, becauſe he bids him moſt ; 4 
A fine effeminate Villain, bred in Brothels, Wh 
Senſeleſs, illiterate, the Jeer of Rome, | Thy 
A Blot to the whole See! One fitter far Wh 
For Hoſpitals, that paints and es up | A 
A wretched Carcaſe worry'd in the Stews. 4 
But, fee! the gaudy Pageant moves this way; An | 
How ſpruce he looks! and with a Pocket-Glaſs Tor 
Surveys the gloating Image. PL 
Alonz. All Luxury: Head 
I heard, the Night — his Creation, | His | 
That he got drunk, and kiſs'd the Prelates round To tl 
For Joy) — But, ſee he comes; retire and leave me. Sprir 
| [Exit D. Mich. All 
Whal, 
Enter Aſcanio Sforza. He ra 
For it 
| r ; ) If the 
Aſean. Well, Borgia, well! if I am not reveng'd! Whic 


Was there none elſe in Rome, but Bellamira ! 

Ah Bella, Bella, Bella, Bellamira ! 

I ſaw her firſt at Maſs, as I remember; 

Cherubin and Seraphin were nothing to her : 

Oh ſuch a Skin full of — Fleſh ! 

Ah, ſach aruddy, moiſt, and pouting Lip; | 

Such Dimples, and ſuch Eyes! ſuch melting Eyes, 

Blacker than Sloes, and yet the ſparkl'd Fire; 

Then ſuch a way ſhe had to roll em round, 

As thus, and thus —a thouſand amorous ways; 

And wink and gloat, and turn em to the Corners 
Alonx. My Noble Lord! | \ Lo 
Aſean. My dear, my dear Alonzo ! F 

Nay, let me greet thee : *twas thy Father's Cuſtom, 

But tell me, lovely, dear Alonzo, tell me: 

Thou haſt the ſofteſt fine Complexion for 


Tell me, I ſay, or I will pinch thy Cheek, 
Moves he this wal: or does he teem alone 


Alonz. Whom does your Eminence intend ? f 
| | | Aſcon, 


yd! 


J. 


THD 


CAESAR BORGIA: 1 


Aan. Thy Lord: 
Whom ſhould I mean, Ad. 4 of elſe, Tx: 
Thy Lord and mine? Well, he's an Oracle] intend 
Who, Man, I dream of nothing elſe! 12 0 

Almz. But Wenches. 
Aſean. O Machiavel! there, there's a Word, a Sound, 

An Air, a Blaſt, a Thunder-clap of Wit, 
To rouſe our foggy. thickſcull'd Cardinals: 

Il ay no more; would he were Po 15 
Head of the Chriſtian World, and I his eki. 
His particular . to bring, to caſt, 

To — diſperſe, convey the warmeſt * 

ay nan of his Benediction. 

= y Lord, I humbly-offer'd your Addreſs, 
While *. an Eye, ſwift as the Sun and piercing, 
He ran your Letter o'er: and ſure it ſtirr d him, 
For ſtrait he turn'd, and darting — he aſ d 5 
If the great Cardinal, meaning you my Lord, 
Which ſhews the deep reſpect he bears your Perſon, 
Knew not that —. Was bi beſt of Friends: | 
borgia, he cry'd again, to whom the Lords 
Of Florence ſent me their Ambaſſador 
ith promis'd Aid againſt the Rebel Or/ino. 
A ſcan. Has he receiv'd—ſtay, I ſay, has he? here, 
Open thy Fiſt, now gripe me faſt, and tell me. 

Alorz. I durſt not name your Preſents; _ 
hut, bowing, ſoon retit'd, and place em here, 
hat as he follows, he may view at once 
\ll your Magnificence if aught of Earth _ 
is Temper Folds, this Lightning will diſſolve it: 
but ſee! He comes; be pleas'd, Sir, to retire, _ 

ind you ſhall hear.the py with n 1 eve e | 


| Enter Machiavel.. 


Mach. Thus have I drawn the Platform of viola 
\s oft I have beheld, by Maſters Hands, (Fates: 
Tale in painting admirably told; | 

ere a ſoft Dido ſtabb'd into the Breaſt, 
Hero there thrown headlong from a Window, 


M$ 
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To meet her Lover wrack'd uponthe Shore: M 
So have I form'd in more than Braſs or Marble, Urge 
The Deaths of thoſe whom I intend to huſh. Al 
Oh, Cæſar Borgia] ſuch a Name and Nature! He ſ 
That is my ſecond Self; a Machiavel!. Stiles 
A Prince] who, by the Vigour of his Brain, Of h 
* riſe to the old 3 N —. rants. * Noth 
ux. He thinks ; nor dare I interrupt hi M. 

Till he BE. It %. 314 2 Yet ſ 
Aſcen. Peace, and give him way — O ſuch a Head. N And 
wee! 05 52 3! | Augh 


Mach. In all my firi&t Enquiries, all the Humom MW wo 
Which I have drai'd with more than Chymiſts Pain, BY Have 


I have not found a Temper ſo compleat | Al, 
To ſiniſn forth a Greatneſs as my Ceſars. Mz 
Firſt ; he's a Baſtard, got in a Pit of Nature! Tis 1 
She ſhook him from her Nerves in a Convulfon ; I pier 
His Father ſtamp'd the Bullion in a heat, And | 
And taking from the Mint the fiery Ore, With 
His Image bleſt, and cry'd, it is my own. Stubb 


Yet more, a Prieſt begot him, and tis thought 
That Earth is more oblig'd to Prieſts for Bodies, 
Than Heav'n fer Souls! nay, and a young Prieſt to 
Perhaps in the Embraces of a Nun, | 
Who ventur'd Life to claſp the luſty Joy... | 
Aſean. Oh, if a Man could but hear him now! Bra 
Alas, Alonzo, we are Stuff to him (all Bran 


Mere Entrails, but the Guts of Government, And 1 
Nothing to him hark he goes on This! 

Mach. Why, what a ſtart of Nature is this Man, ¶ {ct it 
Whom by Ambition, not by Love Pll raiſe ? Ma 
Therefore Aſcanio's new g World, Who! 
J gravely take for Ruin to the Bride, | The t 
To tell her old doting Father, Brothers, Uncles; W>natcl 
And the whole Race of 1 and Vitellli And t 
Fs fix'd by Fate and me: No more! the fleeting Ar Ha! 
May catch the Sounds, and Walls themſelves have E Vhen 

Alonz. My Lord! the Cardinal Aſcanio [ Coming / And y 
Is planted to your Order.. (award and bow! 7 . 


Mac 
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Mach. Let him hear us . 
„ Urge me no more for tis impoſſible. 5 
Alonz. My Lord, he thinks not fo! _ 
He ſays your Voice is as the Mouth of Heav'n, 
Stiles you a God, and in the extravagance _ 
Of his unbounded Admiration, {wears 
Nothing to you can be impoſſible. 
pt hin, WY Mach. Extravagance indeed! | 
Yet ſuch Extravagance expreſles Love, 
x Head I And merits all my Thanks : And had he mention'd 
Aught but the Ruin of my beſt of Friends, 
2mours I would with all the Wings of Expedition 
s Pain, WM Have ſhot thro? a thouſand Bars to do him ſervice. 
Alonz. My Lord! he does not hint at Borgia's Ruin. 
Mach. Does he not wiſh that I ſhould break the Nup- 
'Tis ſure the Marriage I at firſt diſlik'd; I.tials E 
L; I pierc'd the Charmer with a narrow Eye, 1 
And found how Wit aud Beauty threatn'd in her. 
With all the ſubtleſt Graces, that might lull  _T.. 
Stubborn Ambition to inglorious Reſt: 
But Love already had perſorm'd his 
And laid the warring Borgia at her Feet: 
How then ſhould I oppoſe his firſt Enjoyment, 
Who was his Legate, and ſollicited 
The Parents of the beauteous Bellamira? | 
Alonz. At leaſt, Sir, for the future, lay ſome Block 
That may diſturb the Progreſs of their Loves : 
And ſince you have alledg'd 'tis for his Glory 
This Marriage were undone; ſince it is done, 
Han, Let it be hurtful in the Conſequence. 
Mach. Thus I ſhould prove indeed a Friend to Florence, 
Who hate O-/ino's Race: Nay, I ſhould act | 
The trueſt part of Friendſhip to my Borgia, 
53 onatching this Soſt'ner from his warlike Boſom, 
And turning him new bent for Arms and Glory) 
Ha! What new Scene of Gallantry is this: 
Whence, and from whom comes this Magnificence, 
And wherefore kneel theſe Offerers at my Feet ? 
Alonz. They are the Children of the new-found 
The Forms of Zemes, call'd the Indian Gods. (World, 
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Forgives, abſolves, 


Mach. Away with 'em, and bid em tell their Lord 
MachiavePs Virtue never ſhall be brib'd; 
And for their Service give em twenty Crowns: 
But if thou dar'ſt to rob em of a Spangle, 
You know my Humour never ſee me more. 
Alonz. Doubt not, my Lord, but I'll obſerve your 
Come in, my Lord--I told you hewould melt. (Humour, 
Sir, the great Cardinal. So-—now they cringe ; 
W hat,and embracetoo ! Oh thou damn'd,damn'd World, 
Theſe will be heard, and make your Stateſmen ſmile, 
When Orphans, Widows, and the crippled Soldiers 
Are elbow'd off, and thruſt away in Frowns. 
Dirk [Exit wwith the By. 
Mach. My Lord, you make me wonder! ſure youve 
In love your ſelf with old Orfino's Daughter! (been 
Aſcan. Lov'd her, my Lord! witneſs theſe falling Tear, 
Why do you thaw my Nature with your Queſtions? 
Witneſs bright Stars! witneſs ye golden Planets! 
And all ye Woods, and all ye purling Streams ; 
And Birds,andF locks, and Grots, and Rocks, and Flow Is. 
Nay, Sir, I tell you, ſhe was mine betroth'd, 
If I could caſt my Coat, which had been done. 
For nothing tickles the preſent Pope like Gold, 
Dazzles him that weeps Indulgences, 
all for omnipotent Gold, 
Diſpenſes Pardons ſometimes in a Fury, 
He ſends his Bulls abroad, that roar like Thunder: 
When ſtrait a Golden Calm 
Comes o'er their Backs, and then they're ſtill as Lambs; 
Why ſhould I hold you long amongſt the reſt, 
That ſaw her Borgia, that unlucky Baſtard, 
Beheld and lov'd her: I, my Lord, was ruin'd. 
Mach. MyLord ! Iwiſh theMarriage may not proſper: 
He's bent to enjoy her, and in that 1 ſooth him; 
For ſubtly offering once to bring him off, 
I found pale Anger in his Face like Death: 
Whereon I feign'd Compliance, and have wrought 
The Buſineſs to a Head But let time work, 


And reſt aſſur d, that what ſo mean a Man 
As Machiavel with honour can perform, 


To 


. 
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ou perfect ice ſhall be done. | 
= 1 5 I proteſt and rea, 
y 2 by the 'Altar of fair Bellamira, | | 
ſy Life is yours: believe I am your Servant, 
ot a Step r, by my Robe! your Captive, - 
our Eminence? moſt humble Ml en — Slave. 


[Exit Aſcanio walking. 
Mach. I am ty'd for ever. | 


No, dull 4-97 thou walking Lump of Luſt, 
ot to wor 14 ungor'd Appetite, | 

mile, ball Borgia kill her, but for his — Renown ? 
rs ie is my Champion Prince, 7a/ian Tyrant, 

| Not form'd to languiſh in a Woman's Arms. 


Boy )h——'tisa Fault, were I fo fram'd for Greatneſs, 
ony'e er I would amble in a Female Court, 
(been {od cringe, and ſkip, and play the Ladies Cripple, 
Pears! WP would be gibbeted 25 common Way, 
52 For Crows and Daws to peck my Carrion Limbs. 
Wt muſt rouze him, and Ill do't by Death, 
Ev'n by the bloody Death of her he doats on. 
Ya! * ; 
Wo Enter Adorna. 
Here's one Ingredient I muſt mix, to make 
he Potion Death——The Wretch is deep in love 
ith Borgia's Brother, the young Duke of bade. l 
_y way I make her ſure ! 
me S Lord. . 
y dear ods. 
.mbs; — the Marriage forward? and how treats 
he gallant Borgia, great Valentinois, 
Romania's Duke, his fair and Virgin Bride? 
F Adr. The Rites are to be ſolemniz'd = Morning, 
per: Tho' Bellamira quite abhors the Marria 
Who ſtill when a 2 ſues for 
Anſwers him with and pays his V — | 
With ominous W — 
i Mach, And how takes he that? 


Ader. He walks and muſes deeply, ſpeaks to no re 
but Paul Or/ino, whoſe moſt watchful Wit 


5 


To 


The Knot once 'd, Gandia will ſoon deſpair. 
But I ſhall make him thine. 


i dT RANTS US D% «5 
22 CESAR BORGIA. 
J feardeſcries where he has lock'd her Heart; 
ith a bent Brow ſhe eyes the Duke of Ganda, 
Salutes him not of late: He came this Morning 
Into her Chamber; dreadful was his Action 
Unworthy of my Blood, he thundred out ; 
But if the generous Borg:a is refus'd, 
<< Think not of Gandia, of Blood and Death. 
Mach. What inauſpicious Chance diſcover'd to hin 
A Secret, which I thought conceal'd from all, 
But thee and me, and thoſe unhappy Lovers? 
Aar. 1 cannot gueſs; he paus d a while, then ſight, 
And ſtarting up in fury, charg'd her riſe: 
Receive, he cry d, receive him as a Huſband, 
Whom the ſelected Virtues of thy Sex 
Can e er deſerve; adorn thee like a Bride, 


Or by my Hopes, I'll reak my Anger on thee, 
With all the Torment that 1ta/ian | ha | 
Could e' er invent for an adulterous Wretch. 
He cry'd, I will, and after make thee nothing. 
Mach. Haſte theeaway ; charm with thy utmoſt $kil 
The mourning Bellamira, to obey him; 


Leave me to work him then; Millions to One 


Ader. But did the Duke of Gandia once proteſt? 
Mach. Proteſt ! he did proteſt, and ſwear, and von 


Go, and hafte! for the Day grows upon us. To giv 
. x " Exit Adom ¶ Aide or 

His Brother too! this Duke of Gandia bleeds ; r 
For he is grown of late the Romans Darling, m_ 
; T1! 


Warm'd in the very Boſom of the Pope, f 
And dearer than my Borgia to his Sitter, = ry 
The famous Lucrece, who can charm her Father o act 
In all the Heat of Excommunications, n 
When he throws Bulls, like Thunderbolts, about hin For hea 
She like a Venus to her angry N H 

Moves with inceſtuous Fires, folds her white Arm na forc 


About his chafing Neck, ſtrokes his black Beard, I““ I ai 


CESAR BORGIA 2; 
{mooths his farrow'd Cheeks to dimpled Smiles; 
Nader 80 enjoy d her. O Heay'n, and Earth! 1 
ot the firſt Day, after ſuch infinite Time | | 
hat Motion had th 1 lar Matter roll'd, | 
Then all the wandring Atoms hit at laſt | 
"to this beauteous Form, even when our Sires | 
int mingled, was there ſuch a Looſe of Nature, | | | 
| 


cha Triumvirate of lawlefs Lovers, 

ach Rivals as out-do even Lxcian's Gods! 

al the Or/ini here] and the Vitelli! 

They move this way in murmuring Cabals; 

ethinks Death darkens every Vilage there. 

Is — no more Or this is true. 

r Machiavel knows nothing of Mankind. [Ex.Mach. 


Eater Orſino, Vitellizzo, Aſcanio, Adrian, Enna, 
Ange, three Cardinals. Olivaretto, Gravina. 


Vitel. 1 ſay agen, I do not like the Marriage; 
ere Bellamira mine, I'd fell her off | 
For Gold, I'd merchandize her tender Beauty 
ith Infidels, and ſend her to the Tark, 

Like an Andromeda, to gorge the Monfter, 
Rather than wed her to pero Borgig. 

Orfin. You are too violent. | 

Vitel. I — not — | PO Fa © 
Adrowni an wi at any thing; 

nd vor ay fink his Friend tir d che Waves 

To give him Life: but you, tho' in the Gulph, 

Ride on to Ruin, tho? your Friends call out. 

Ange. Nay, tho' they pine the Whirl-Pool juſt before 
That would devour us all. lou, 
Adrian. Beſides, tis impious, bs 
Againſt all Right of Nature, Law or Reaſon, 
To act the Tyrant o'er a Daughter's Will. 3 

Aſcan. She knows the Cruelties of Cz/ar Borgia! 
Has heard his Rapes and Murders ! Mercy on me, 
How did he uſe t r Venetian Lady ? 

He forc'd her in 2 Wood, nay in a Ditch, 
As I am credibly inform'd by thoſe 


* Mm 


Or my Lord Cardinal, more Moderation 


In ſhort, old Paul, his downright Baſtard. 


Who knows, yet urges me, knows in his Heart 


80 rank, that he frequents the common Stews ; 


That heard her ſqueak; in a dry Ditch deflower'd len 
At ſacking of a Town, broke open Nunneries, 
He truſs'd at leaſt forty the pretty'ſ Rogues, ; 
The tendereſt quating things! never broke up! 
All ſpotleſs Maids, like Buds never blown upon, 
Nor touch'd even with the Tip of any Finger, 
And kept them for his Letchery.  , 
Orſin. Methinks, my Lord Aſcanio, my Lord Milla 


Would better fit a Man of your Profeſſion. 

I would not come to the old Argument, 

For then we claſh : Borgia is now my Son: 
Therefore I pray once more forbear to tax him? 
The Theme is great and worthy that we mention, 
Romania's Duke and Nephew to the Pope. 

Aſcan. Prithee, old Paul; prithee now. ben't ſo hy; 
Good Reverend Gray-Beard : If you name hisGreatne! 
Pronounce him right, ev'n as his Holineſs 
Has own'd him to the World without a Bluſh, 

His natural Son, his Nephew or his By-Blow, that i 


Or/in. Without a Bluſh ; ſhould I ſtand up the Chan 
Of abſent Borgia, and unravel thee; | _, (pia 
I tell thee, Prieſt, thou Scandal to the Altar, 
Thy Front, thy Eyes, thy Lips, each part of thee 
Would bluſh with Scarlet than thy Robe. 

Aſcan. Peace, Dotard, Peace. 

I ſay old ſtuttering Paul, thoul't ha' the worſt on't; 
Therefore Peace, Peace, Dotard. 

Orfin. Ha! | 

Vitel. Forbear ; my Lord, remember 

Orfin. How dares he thus provoke me? 


How I have pierc'd into his deepeſt Thoughts, 
Haye had Intelligence of all his Vices, 1 5 
Ev'n of his cloſeſt, darkeſt Deeds of Luſt: 

And dar'| thou call me Dotard ? Saucy Church-man! 
Thou that gav*ſt Whores Indulgences for Sin; 


Fot 
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For a new Face will give his ſcarlet Coat . 
To make the Strumpet fine. . 

Oliv. My Lord, conſider where, to whom, of whom, 
And what it is you utter? 

Orfin. Place me, {ome Power, 

Upon St. Peter's Fane, the very Ball, 

And turn my, Voice to Thunder, that I may 

Lay open to the World the helliſh Acts 

Of this contagious Prelate. | 

Aſcan. Spit, ſpit thy Venom; nay, nay, let him out 
Mark how he ſhakes now; by my holy Dame, (with't— 
have nettled him; poor Pau/—l pity the old Fool 

Or/in. Then Prieſt, let me demand thee, 

I; not the Cupping-Glaſs that burns thy Luft, 

and draws thy riſing Gall to ſuch a Bliſter, 

ſy Daughter's Scorn, and Loathing of thy Perſon ? 
a! is't not that? I think I have ſtung you, Cardinal? 
Vorſe than the Neapolitan Pox you gave 

Dur Roman Harlots 

Aſcan.Why how now, Paul, what doſt thou grow foul- 
outh'd now? by my holy Dame, had I a Scourge 

d firk thee, On I'd fo whip thee, Paul, 

o flog and ſcourge thee, thou ſhould'it eat thy Words, 
he Pox ! why, how now? ha! the Pox Yfaith ! 

he Pox to me! let me come at him ha 

Own. Ha! wilt thou fight ? 

d forward, Prieſt! by Heaven I'Il ſhave your Crown; 
nd back, and let me mow this Poppy off, 

his rank red Weed that ſpoils the Church's Corn, 
Vitel. Did ever Fury run to ſuch a height! 

hy, my Lord Cardinal, know you this Place, 

ad how 'tis privileg'd ? V 

ſan. My Lord, I am filenc'd. 

a eaſy Man made up of Patience, I! 

0 Gall in me! give me thy Hand, old Paul: 
enceforth w'are Friends, and as a Friend I'll tell thee, 
n from my Heart, I'll tell thee what I think : 
ou art bewitch'd, old Paul, beſotted, food 

s Son- in-Law of thine has ſeal'd thine Eyes, 

d ſhortly I ſhall ſee thee walk the Streets | 
Vor. II. F With 


1-man! 


= 


For 'tis in 
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With a _y and a Bell-—nay-—prithee be not angry 
ove; Tl tell thee of a Dotage, 


And ſo your Servant, noble Vitellixao, : 
Anga and Enna yours——PFarewell, my Lord. 
And laſtly thine whoſe Neck is in the Nooſe, 
Old Woodcock, Orfin. [Exit Cardinal. 
_ _ Grawin. I am not us'd to fear, P 
But yet, methought,. A/canio's laſt Words The 
Were dreadful to my Ears. Ne he 
Oz/in. I have engag'd 13 | Sing 
My Daughter, Life and Honour, and all my Fortum Wr.: 
For the Duke's Faith, and the Security III! 
Of every Perſon here; why ſhould we doubt him? yen 
Have we not ſeen his Labour in this Matter? M. 
Four Thouſand Ducats, given us down in hand, he 
With an Aſſurance of our jormer Pay; Has c 
Nay more, he binds himieif not to conſtrain ho! 
Any one of us to appear in Perſon he | 
Betore him, but who pleaies of himſelf : he v 
Therefore let me intreat you clear your Brains, Bor 
Meet all this Day together at the Marriage, oth 
And pay, him as he merits faithful Homage. vic 
Vitel. There's ſomething here fore-bodes, in ſpite ang 1 


The Muſick that he makes, a harſh Conclufion. ** 
Orin. For ſhame no more! the very Fears of ChilaraWecaui 
Becauſe he gives our Friends Allowances, + 
And honours them with Charges, Governments, 
Beyond their Qualities, we dread his Dealing, 
And ſwear he means to draw our Faction from us. 
Vit. Henceforth ſay what you will, do what you plei 
Since to your Intereits I am link'd by Fate: 
I will no more oppoſe your ſpecious Reaſons, 


But inſtantly go wait __ the Duke. Trumhrnis I 
Orſin. This day, to add new Honours to the Mara And ne 
Our Son- in-Law, the Duke Valentinois, rowns 


Receives the Role before the Conſiſtory, 

A Grace which ſeldom is vouchſafed to Kings; 
Indeed the greateſt which the Sacred Head ind pa 

Of the whole Chriſtian World can give to Man, O,. 


The very higheſt Round of human Glory. a 
ge 


CESAR BORGTA, up 


Sc vr draws, and /pews the Conſiftory : Borgia comes 
forward, with the Roſe carry'd before him in great 
Pomp. His Sen Seraphino ed by Alonzo, Machia- 
vel, Attendants, Aſcanio, and five Cardinals, &. 


diual, | . 

Borg. O Machiavel! was ever Pomp like this? 
The Morning dawns with an unwonted Crimſon: 
he Flow'rs more od'rous ſeem, the Garden Birds 
Sing louder, and the laughing Sun aſcends | 
he gaudy Earth with an unuſual Brightneſs 
all Nature ſmiles, and the whole World is pleas'd, 
Even all the World but thy unhappy Borgia. 0 
Mach. And why ſhould he, whom every Man conclude 
he Darling of the Times, whom bounteous Heav'n 
Has crown'd with Glory in ſucceſsful Wars, 
hom it now doubly crowns with Beauty too, 
he brighteſt of her Sex, why ſhould he thwart | 
he whole World's Vogue, and think himſelf unhappy? 
Borg. Ves, Machiavel! thou worthieſt of Manki 
0 thee II ſtrip my Heart, that ſecret Bed, 
ith Vices, Virtues, every naked Thought, 
and ſhew thee all the Mixture of a Man. 
e are oblerv'd Think me not over-frail, 
decauſe I love: Were Bellamira dearer, | 
er Father bleeds, and all the Rebel- Race; 
ll firſt inſnare the Fools, then preach Fate to em. 
Mach. And let em know, juſt as the Cords are drawing, 
one ought to offend his Prince, and aſter truſt him. 
Borg. My Lord Ori O forgive me, Heaven 
ho have thus groſty fail'd to pay the Reverence 
owe the beſt of Faction, beſt of Friends: | 
his Day, this glorious Day, for ever bleſt, 
ind never to be loſt in Time's dark Legend, | 
rowns me your Son. Thus then I bend my Knees 
hich are not us'd to kneel but at the Altar: 
nd Oh ! permit me thus to kiſs your Hand, 
ind pay eternal Vows to my Obedience. Y 
Orfin. O riſe, my Lord, all Duty is out- done 
Vith but one ſingle bare W F 
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Yet for a Satisfaction to this Company, 
Say, do you love my Daughter Bellamira? 

Borg. Hal what ſays my Father? Do I live? 
O Heaven! why do you wound me with the Queſtion? 
Does the poor ſuff ring Fair-One Virtue love, 
Who drinks the Ws, and eats what Nature yields, 
Rather than feaſt in Courts vith loſs of Honour ? 
Do thoſe, who on the Ra: :.. for Heav'n expire, 
Love Angels, -and eternal Brightneſs there ? 

Tis ſure they do: And Oh tis full as ſure, 
That Cæſar Borgia dies for Bellanura. 

Oxfin. No more; you honour her and me too much: 
Therefore this Day I give her to your Arms 

With all the pleaſure of a proud old Father, 
Oferjoy'd to fre his Daughter match'd above him: 
By Heav'n, my Eyes grow full; here all our Diſcord Be- 
For ever end, all Jars betwixt the Or/irs, PI 
Vitelli, and the Duke Valenti ois, IW 
Be bury'd ever in this ſtrict Embrace. Ha 

Borg. Since you will have it ſo, forgive my Duty; WW Pra 
Let me grow bold, and as a Friend embrace you— Oft 
Ori. See here, my Lord, for ſcarce can dittinguit, 
Thro' the bright Joy that dazzles my weak Sight, N. 
Oliwvaretto, and the Duke Grawina, | 
When Yitellizzo comes to grace your Nuptials ; 
All on their Knees acknowledge you their Prince. 

Borg. My Equals all: Nor ſhall this Homage be, 
F ſwear it ſhall not: ' Riſe, my Lords; your Arms; 
Let me embrace you round: By all things ſacred, 
I ſwear that none of you have been to blame. 
Were you Confederates againſt my Arms? 

You were: But Borgia's infinite Ambition 

Forc'd you againſt your Wills to let him know, 
His head-ſirong Youth, like a young fiery Horſe, 
Unleſs you kindly ſtop him in his 4peed, 
'ould hurl him from ſome Precipice to Ruin, 
Orfin. See FVitellizzo! how he takes our Crimes 
Upon himſelf. | 

Borg. Behold this Child, my Son ! 

1 know not any thing the World calls 3 


— 


That firſt induc'd thoſe Fears, ſome dang rous 


Which in the darkneſs of my Heart can match him, 
But Bellamira. Take him Vitellixxo, 

Take the dear Blood that trickles from my Heart, 

The very Strings that wind about my Life., 
And let him for my part be Surety, 


As beauteous Bellamira is for yours. 5 


Or/in. Farewel, my Lord: With theſe Attendants here 
Igo to haſte the Bride; and let my Life | 
Be an{wer for the little Serapbino. [ Ex. Orſini, Vitelli. 

Aſcan. He has her now, that delicate bit of Beauiy 


nich I reſerved for my own Letchery :. 


He drills her from her old deluded Sire, 

Hell! and ſhe melts! ſhe melts into his Mouth: 

But by my holy Dame Þ'll be reveng'd 

On every parc of him: His little Baſtard, | 

Becauſe he doats on him, ſhall ſtreight be mangled 
Til do't I ſay: Ves by my holy Dame, | | 

I will revenge my Loſs of Letchery——- 

Ha! what a Jerk was that? it grates my Bones ; 

Pray Heav'n it ben't a Spice, a little Tang 

Of the Neapolitan Itch, O my holy Dame. 


[Ex. with Cardinals, . © 


Borg. Now, Machiavel, prepare to hear my Soul, - 
Hear to what Softneſs and effeminate Mournirg . 
All my dear Victories at laſt are melted: 
For I will tell thee, tho' thow'lt ſcarce believe, 
vince firſt I ſaw the charming Bellamira, 
The very Image of Charhtta's Scorn, 
I have not had one Hour of free Repoſe; 
Ev'n when at laſt I have reſolv'd to join 5 
Our Hands, and truſt her with my tender Glory, 
Tre ſtarted from my Bed, at Midnight roſe, 
And wander'd by the Moon, then laid me down, 
Upon ſome dewy Bank, and ſlept till Morn. 
Mach. Therefore there muſt be ſome ſtrattpe Circum- 


int{{tance | 
For your Suſpicion wie 3 
| Borg. Ves, Machiawvel, | 9 
here is, there is a Cauſe for my Suſpicions. 


Mach. Are you ſure of it? 


F 3 Borg. 


—" 
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Borg. Moſt ſure I am; 6} $2; 
Sure as Reſerv'dneſs does imply Averſion: 
Yet I, as if my Flames were Fire in Froſt, 
The more ſhe cools, ſcorch, rage, and burn the more 

Mach. I gueſs your Meaning; like Charlotta, ſhe 
Has pawn'd her Heart - but tis confeis'd you know him. 

Borg. Ha! did I know the Name of him I dread? 
What God in Arms ſhould fave him from my Sword? 
Here thou haſt rouz'd the Lion in my Heart, 


aa PP: * 


4 f/, * a 


Halian Spite, Revenge and blaſting Fury 1 
Devours my Soul! all Mildneſs ſleeps like Death: A 
I boil like Drunkards Veins— Death! Hell and Ven. L 
Mach. Suppreſs this Fury (.gggeance N 
Come, come, my Lord -I find you're better ſcill'd M 
In Camps and Courts, and now not yet Love's World T 
She is reſerv'd, you ſay, when you approach her; A 
Why, let her weep too: Was it ever known 0 
A ſubtle Bride laugh'd on her Wedding- Day, W 
Or claſp'd her Lover in the Eye o'th' World? M 
T find you are unlearn'd. Sir— tis their Trade, Ne 
The very Nature, Scul, and Liie-Blood, of em W 
To whine and cry, and turn their Heads away, 2 
When their Hearts dote on what they tecm. to ſcorn,. Ti 
Porg. It it were ſo! | 1 
Mach. Why it was always ſo, Me 

Is ſo, and will be fo to the World's end. Che 

| Give me your Hand, and take her on my Word; Wa 
J have been bred in Courts, founded the Humour Ren 
Even of all Women-kind: therefore adviſe you Sher 
— — immediately to old Orfino, * | B 
Who with his beauteous Daughter waits your Coming. WW Vt: 
Borg. Cou'd ſhe be truly mine, the Wings of Win Did 
Would be too flow to me to her Arms. 1 
Mach. Once more I ſay, ſhe is and ſhall be yo Are 
Pruly, religioufly, devoutly your's M 
Why all this thoughtleſs, groundleſs Jealouſy ? 5 
Let manly Confidence and Roman Virtue Thir 
Maſter this Gothick Fury in your Blood. ; To t 


Borg. By Arms! by all the Glories I have won A lot 


Thou haſt awak'd my Love, and charm'd my . But v 
by ; ar ſ 6d 6 
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Charlotta! O the very figure of her; 

But ſure the beauteous Lines are ſofter here: 

And now I find *tis ruin to forego her 
ore Mach. No more, my Lord. Tis I that thus embark. 
| the And if ſome ſtarting Plank ſhould flaw the Veſſel (you, 
To your Deſtruction l am ruin'd too — 
read? Since all I have, or am, or ever would be, 
word? Is to be yours, your ſworn unbiaſs'd Friend. 

Borg. Thou beſt of Men; 

Thou art my Oracle, my Heav'n, my Genius, . 
th: And as ſome God, ſhall guide me through the World. 
1d Ven. Let's go to the Conqueſt, tho? thro' Death we go; 
geanc il Marriage and Death both new Experiments. 

id Methinks I ſee the Taper in the Window, 
Word The buſy. Nurſe unveils the weeping Maid, 
er; And I muit naked pals through Seas to reach her. 

O fatal Marriage! O thou diſmal Gulph! 

Which like the Helleſpont doſt roar between 

Me and my Joys: is there no other way? 

e, None, none, the Winds and the dafl'd Rocks reply: 
Why let 'em roar ; and let the Billows fwell, 

Till the rack'd Orbs be with the Deluge drown'd.. . 
"Tis fix'd; I'll plunge, or periſh, or enjoy her 

Mach. Juſtly refolv'd ! nor let a few talle Tears 
Melt you again to an untimely Mildneſs, 
Charletta thus deluded you in France, 

Waich render'd all your Court ridiculous: 
Remember that, leſt the like Diſgrace 
vion!d happen now, drag her if ſhe refuſes. 

B:rg. I will, my Machiave/—O Arms! O Glory! 
Wat am eternal Reſt would ſmear your Luftre, 
Did not this Spirit of Ambition fire me? 

ll tell her that the Lives of all her Race 
Are now within my power. 
Mach. Nay, threaten her. 


; 


y 2 Boro, I will do more than threaten; 
Think not the dreadful Cæſar will be rous'd 
To threaten only; that's a ſleeping Borgia, 

won! A loving, dreaming, conſcienuous Borgia; 


But when I wake, there's always Execution 
” 4, F 4 Mach. 
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Mach. It has been ſo. 

Borg. And ſhall I ſwear again? 
No, Machiavel; ſhe muſt be mine, or die. 
Should ſhe for Refuge to the Temple fly, | | 
Id after her; there if ſhe ſcorns my Flame, ! T 


To the dumb Saints I will my Vows proclaim ; 
And in their View reſolve the glorious Game: 

Upon the golden Shrines Þ'll lay her Head, 

And ev'n the Altar make my Bridal Bed Ex. amo. 


-». — 
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ACT u. SCENE I. 


ster Orſino and Bellamira in Mourning. 
FI HERE didit thou get the Daring 
Ce: 


4 thus to move me 
Zy thy dead Mother's Shroud, not 
L the firſt Night, 

When in her youthful Arms I graſp'd 
. her to me, 8 
Was I fo hot with Love as now with Rage, 
Thou young and Virgin Witch, thou new- found Fury? 
Bell. Ah! Sir, for I'm afraid to call you Father, 

Give me my Death; give to theſe trembling Breaſts 

A thouſand Wounds, or cut me Limb from Limb; 

But do not look ſo dreadfully upon me —. 

Nor blaſt me with ſuch Sounds. O pity me! 

There's not one fatal Sentence, one dread Word, 

But runs like Iron through my freezing Blood. 

What have I done? Ah, what is my Gffence ? 

And tell me how, which way ſhall I atone. you? 
Orſen. Oh, thou vile Wretch ! aſk what is thy Offence? 

Doſt thou not know it? Exquiſite Diſſembler! 

Thou leading Sorc'reis! He- cat of oy Sex! 

Subtleſt of af thy kind, that ever roll'd 

Their falſe deluding Eyes, and in their Glaſſes 

| . Conjur'd 


C SAR BORGIA. ; 
Conjur'd for Looks to cheat the ſimple World ! 
But to take all Evaſion from thy Guilt, N 1 
Did I not charge thee, as thou fear'ſt my Curſqc 
This very Morning to adorn thyſelf, +l 75 
As one whom the Great Duke intends to honour 
By making thee his Bride? # 
Bell. Alas! you did, | | * 
And I am come, Oh Heav'n! and all ye Pers 
That pity Woman's Weakneſs, I am come 
My Lord as you commanded, and have vow'd, 
Tho' Death attends my Nuptials, to obey you. 
Or/in. Thou ly'ſt even in thy Heart, thou know'ſt thow- ' 
Thou haſt maliciouſly, moſt groſſy faild (ly'ſt. 
In this Obedience: Say, declare, haſte, anſwer, 
Thou moſt ungrateful Wretch. Ah, how unlike 
Thy meek, thy perfect bright and bleſſed Mother! 
Is this a Habit for a glorious Bride! . 
Doſt thou thus meet the gen'rous Borgia? 
Jaring I know thy aukward Heart; thou mean'ſt by this 
To tell the World, thou doſt not like thy Huſband, 
I, not And daſh him at the Altar: But by Heav'n, 
\, Whither thou, Murdereſs, now art ſending me, 
ralp't his hall not ſerve thy Purpoſe: In this Dreſs, 
That blaſts my Eyes, and ſtrikes my Soul with Sadneſs, - - 
Til ſee the Prieſt for ever make you one; | 
Bell. Ah! how have I deſerv'd this cruel Uſage? 
Did ever Daughter yet obey like me? 
Not ſhe who in the Dungeon fed her Father 
ith her own Milk, and by her Piety 
dav'd him from Death, can match my rigorous Virtue: 
For I have done much more; torn off my Breaſts, - 
ly Breaſts, my very Heart, and flung it from me, 
Lo feed tne Tyrant Duty with. my Blood. | 
Or/in. CalPi thou the lawful Impoſition of 
careful Father, that intends thee Honour, 
yrannical and bloody? Rage reſume mes: 
ere, ſeeſt thou this? O wou'd the gallant Borgia 
ould fling thee from his Soul, as I from mine, 
or 'tis Reſpect to him that ſaves thy«Life ; - 
„e by the Fever that quite burns me up, 
onjur d 3 Td 
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Pd ponyard thee, till all my Robes were Crimſon :. - : 
Yet fince thou halt the Impudence to brave me, 
And call thy Father Tyrant to his Face, 4 
1 that have foſter'd thee even from the Womb, 
And bred thee in my Boſom, hear and tremble; 
For I will curſe thee till thy frighted Soul 
Runs mad with Horror, till thy Mother ſtarts A 
From. her' cold Monument, to beg me ceaſe, 
Tho all in vain. 1 
Bellam. I caſt me at your Feet; W, 
I'm all Obedience: See, Sir. ſee me here b 
 Groveling upon the Earth. | U 
Orfin. Curs'd be the Night, 155 
Ten thouſand Curſes on that fatal Hour, < 
When my great Spirit trifled with thy Mother- . 
Yor the Production of ſo falſe a Joy ! — 
Bellum. O horrid blafting Breath! — 


Orfin. When I am dead, G 
My troubled Ghoſt ſhall nightly haunt thy Dreams. lite 
* Ah, hold—I kils your Feet, and hug your 
nees. R 
Or/ir. Tho' in thy Huſband's Arms, I'll draw the Cur a 
And ftare thee into Frenzy ; and thy Lord (tains, 
* Fil charm ſo faſt, thy Shrieks ſhall not awake him. 
Bellam. Vet, 8 tread on me, trample me. 
Orſin. And all the Day, when other Spirits ſleep, 
III follow thee with Groans, and curſe thee, ſtill ; 
Nay, when thou ſeek'ſt for Company to ſcape me, 
ll make thee ſcream. See there his Spirit ſtands !. 
Bellam. Hear him not, Heav'n! © 
Orin. After thy firſt Embrace, 
May thy Lord loath thee ; ſwear thou art no Virgin, 
And caſt thee off as a moſt leud Adultereſs. (you: 
Bellam. If there be Saints or Angels; Oh I chary 
Orſin. Or if thy Huſband ſhould by chance retain the 
Heart-burnings, Jealouſies incite him fill 
To plague thee with a thouſand Hells on Earth,. 
And after end-thee in ſome horrid manner. 
Bellam. Ponyard me, as you promis'd ! Oh ſtab me 
O Eternal Barrenneſs ſnut up thy Womb; 
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If aught that's human chance to raiſe. thy Hopes, 
5 May it be monſtrous at the curſt Production, | 

An After-birth, or ſome abhorr'd Conception, 


o Enter Duke of Gandia in Mourning. - - 


Bellam. V have ſaid enough ! my Heart, my Spirits fail 
And I have now my Wiſh without a Dagger. (me, 
Orfin. Wuat now? another Mourner ?-Heil and Furies! 
They both have plotted. to undo my Honour. 
Well —Duke of Gandia— but I'II call thee Bridegroom. 
Gand. Ha; how's this? the beauteous Be/lamira 
Upon the Earth. Help, help—my Lord, ſhe's cold; 
Your Daughter ſwoons — - | 
Or/in. 1 care not, let her periſh; : 
And thou, who haſt ſeduc'd her, periſh with her: 
Swoon with her, fink with her, die both, and both be 
damn'd. TT [Exit Orling... 
Gard. Wake, Bellamira, from the Sleep of Death; 
Life of Palante's Life! give me a word'; - 
See thou art ſafe, claip'd in thy Gandia's Arms, 
Palante holds thee. Say what Murderer | 


mo Ofer' d this Cruelty, and III revenge thee. 
Rn ' Bellam. Where am I? ha! looie, looſe me from your 
wle me. Fand off; fly from me; fly, Palante, flyz . (Arms; 
Fl For we muſt never, never meet again: "BS: 
1 Sep» lh: Poles may ſooner join: O, I am loft, . 
1 1 by an inexorable Father ruin'd, | 
** 1 urs d, blaited ; and for thee, unhappy Prince, 
hou hatt undone me, tho' not by thy Will, 
or ſure thou lov'ſt the wretched Bellamira: 
Virgin, © by the Coniequence of this Affection, 
Anm WW ou haſt deſtroy'd my Peace of Mind for ever: 
9 0 Thou haſt been ruinous and mortal to me, 
- is Robbers, Raviſhers, or Murderers ; 


herefore be gone! fly from my Eyes for ever, 
ind never let me ſee Palante more. 


ch, Cand I go ior ever from you, as you charge mez | 
gab mi d for tuat purpoſe I did hither comes. 
. little chought that you wouid drive me thus: 

3, ” 1 ; 
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I hop'd at leaſt, that when I parted from you, 
And bid you everlaſtingly farewel, „ At 
T hop'd; but oh thoſe fanering: Hopes were vain! 
That gentle Bellamira ſhould have ſigh'd, 

Or dropt a Tear, when I would take my leave, 
And never ſee her more. | 
Bell. O Cruelty! - : | | 

You rend the Plaſter from the bleeding Wound. 
Gand. An elder Brother calls you to his Bed, 
And you perhaps will not be raviſh'd thither : 
Oh Bellamira !- E-had once thoſe Vows 
Which thy frail Heart does now reſign to Borgia. 
But I have ſtaid too long: Farewell tor ever; 
When I am gone, and thou for many Years 
Enjoy'ft the Change thy Father forc'd thee. to, 
(For ſure I cannot think it all thy doing) 
If happy Cꝝſar Borgia chance to fold thee 
More cloſely in his Arms than was his Cuſtom; . 
Say to thy Heart with a relenting Thought, 
Thus, if our Fates had pleas'd, the wretched Gandia 
Would thus have lov'd me. But no more, farewell: 
You're pleas'd to baniſh me- and Il obey. [ Exituru:. 
Bell. Come back! come back — ot leave ma 
Let Fathers curſe, and jealous Huſbands rage, (thus; 
Love has a Force that can ſurmount the World. 


Enter Borgia- 


14 If then 'tis deſtind that you muſt be gone, 
And leave me to the Arms of cruel Borgia 
1 Berg. Ha! but obſerve; there may be more in this 
Ji it Bell. If we two Lovers, whom for 'Tenderneſs 
1 | | The World can never match, muſt part for ever 
| Gand. Oh, chat for ever! | 
Borg. It's A "2 
By Heawn, a Dream ; I ſwear, a. very Dream. 
i Z. il. Yet take, O take this dying Farewel with thee! | 
£ And whamſoe'er thy Paſſion ſhall eſpouſe, 
Remember! O remember this, and leave me: 


No 
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No Man was ever ſo by Woman low'd, { | 
As thou Palante art by Bellamira.. |, 
| Gard. Stop there; for to go on will give me Death. 
Oh! thou haſt utter'd Sounds of ſuch a ſtrain L 
As Nature cannot bear: like ſofteſt Muſick; | 
Which while it charms the Senſe, makes chill the Blood. 
No more! for by my glimmering Joys, I fear | 
Thou'lt ſing my Soul to everlaſting.Sleep.. . _ 
Borg. Then let me wake you. | 
Bel]. O Heav'ns, we are undone ! | 5 
ä Borg. Start not, nor weep not! beauteous Bellamiras -- 
R For there 1s . nothing meant tow'rd you, but well; 
Fortune her ſelf now ſmiles on your: Deſign, 
And Heav'n and Earth conſpire to make you happy. 
Theſe Mourning Habits on your — — 
Had Chance not guided me to hear your Loves, 
Would have betray'd the Secret. 5 
Gand. O Brother! what muſt I expect? I know not) 
Whether I ought to hope or fear. 
Jandia Borg. __ all: | 
For curſt is he that parts whom Heav'n has join'd : - 


iturus. I ſtand convinc'd that Love has made you one; 

ave m And may thoſe chaſter Fires that warm your Hearts. 
(thus ; Nie with the Stars for Immortality 
Ye Gand. Speak it again, again confirm this Goodneſs, _ 


For one ſo noble ſure this World contains not: 
Oh! *tis too little but to name him noble, 
or ſuch. a Soul aſpires above the Clouds, 
o great, etherial, and io godlike fram'd, 7 
He muſt look, down on Kings; ſuch vaſt Compaſſion; ]. 
duch an unheard Magnificence of Mercy 
5 we muſt both adore: . Kneel, Beillamira, 
Fer 'tis a God we talk with. 
Borg. O you muſt not. ' 
Methinks, fair Be/lamira, who till anſwer' 1 
ith the accuſtom'd Language of. thy Tears, 
Methinks you ſhould have told me all this while, 
our Beauties were not doom'd for Cæſar Borgia. 
Ls true, I often fear'd by your Reſerv'dneſs, 
our Heart muſt be engag d Or thou, 7 b 
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11 Hadſt thou but told me when Iwoo'd her firſt, 
How many Sighs and Sorrows hadit thou fav*d me! 
I would not then have launch'd, but yielded up 
The noble Freight, this more than Zzdian 'Treaſure, 
And given thee all my Intereſt in her Father. 
Gand. Alas I tear'd! 
Borg. I hold you, Sir, excus'd: | 
May you be happy as your Souls can wiſhs:;. 
But I muſt beg you from this Flace retire | 
For your own Intereſt ; . Or /ino here | 
Entreated me to wait him, and 'tis naw. 
Upon this Day, allotted for my Marriage, . 
Unfit to break the Buſineſs of your Loves. 
Vet doubt not, O moſt happy lovely Pair, 
But Care and Time ſhall perfect all your Wiſhes. (ning: 
Gand. Give me your Arms: I had deiign'd this Mor 
Made deiperate with my Griets, t'acquaint your Ex 
With all the Progreſs of my ruin'd Paſlion: 


I. thought that you would ſtorm, and uſe me ill, = 
And had de ſign'd I know not What to forfeit . 
My Life, rather than loſe my Bellamira: By 
But you have ſo prevented me x 
Borg. No more. "x 
How, faireſt Be//amira! not one word? | 
Am I ordain'd the Proxy of your Love, ma 
Without the Breath of Thanks? Chat 
Bell. The bounteous Heav'ns M 
Rain-on your Head whole Deluges of Mercies, . 35 
For this great Goodneſs! Hear me, oh ye Powers, . W aj t. 
Hear- me upon my Knees; where-e'er he goes, Befor 
Guard him with Bleflings! give him his own Wiſes e ; au 
If to the Wars he pats, Renown attend him, 15 
And growing Conqueſt dwell upon his Arms; n 
Let him attain, by a long courſe of Valour, 122 ; 
And gallant Acts, to the old Roman Greatneſs z.. Ag 
And when at laſt in Triumph he returns, P 64 
May all the fighing Virgins ſtrew his way, M * 
And with new Garlands crown his coming Glory. hut th. 


Zur 
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Enter Machiavel. 


1 Lord, you're wanted, and the beauteons Bride. 
Borg. 1 charge thee name her not upon thy Lite. 
Fear, tear, tear off theſe unbecoming Garments, 

et me my Horſe, and bid my Arms be ready; 

Yes, Machiavel,. with to-morrow's dawn, 

Thou ſhalt behold me in another Dreſs, | 

zreathing Defiance to theſe ſofter Wars. (change? 

Mach. But why, Sir? why ? how comes this ſudden. 
Why have you charg'd.me, that I ſhould not ſpeak. 
Bellamira:? as | ; g 
Borg. Cruel Machiawvel ! 
by doſt thou bring the fatal Charmer back, 

Whom I wou'd drive for ever from my Soul? 

Mach. This wondrous Alteration of your Humour, 
Muſt ſure ariſe from ſome as wondrous Cauſe. 
Have you diſcover'd aught? 

Borg. All, all's diſcover'd; 
ind {uch an over-ſight in thee : but where, 

here now is thy profound Sagacity ? 

Where all thy Depoſitions, Promiſes, 
arrants, Engagements that ſhe ſhould be mine? 

Chaſtely,. religiouſly, devoutly mine? 

Mach. And is ſhe not? 

Borg. By Heay'n quite oppoſite: 

All that my botox then preſag'd to thee 

Before, has happen'd, happen'd in ſuch manner, 

As quite out- went my own Imagination. 

Mach. Who e'er he is that has ſupp lanted you, 

By your juſt Rage he was a ſecret Villain, i 

The cloſeſt Traitor that e' er plotted Miſchief, 

And juſtly has deſerv'd the Stab you gave him. (bing? 
Forg. How, Machiawel? ha, didſt thou talk of lab. 
Mach. I neither think, nor know what's your Intention, 

But that's your Country's Cuſtom in ſuch Caſes 

beſides, Sir, when I did diſcourſe you laſt, 

You fell into Convulſions of Deſpai _ 


3. (ning: 
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Nach. Something's diſcover d, and Lgueſs the Bu ſineſs._ 


r om 


With mentioning the very name of Rival, 
And thunder d out whole Volleys of Revenge. 
Bor. True, Machiavel; but could not think ny 
Should prove my Brother... (Rin 
Mach. Ha! | | 
Borg. Raiſe, raiſe me, Heav'n: 
Some other Man, that dares to take her from me, 


To ſnatch the only Beauty I can love, B 
And at the Altar too, from my Embraces; II: 
If I not end him, tho' he were Imperial, No, 
Ev'n in the middle of his Guards Tha 
Mach. Your Brother! The 
And have you Confirmation that ſhe loves him? For | 
Borg. Why doſt thou wonder? I both ſaw and heard; And 
H all his Vows, and her moſt paſſionate Anſwers; She I 
She loves him: Yes, theſe curs'd Remembrancers, ho 
Theſe Eyes have ſeen it. Oh! ſhe dotes on him, With 
Feeds on his Looks——eyes him as pregnant Women |) th 
Gaze at the precious thing their Souls are ſet on. * 
or 


| Mach. And you perhaps will bear it from a Brother 
With all the Meekneſs of an Anchorite,. 
A Man of quite another World; you'd beſt - 
Go to the Wars, be ſhot, and leave this Brother 
The Heir of all, ſole Darling of the Pope. 
Borg. "Tis certain, that I teem'd to appearance 
Mild and relenting; begg'd 'em leave me here, 
That I might thin 

Mach. Think! by your Holy Father, 
You have no- Blood, no Soul, nor Spirit left; 
The Genius of your Houſe muſt bluſh at this: 

A Brother ! why, ſo much the more a Villain. 

Borg. O Machiavel! 

Mach. O conſcientious Borgia; 
By all-that's great, it is in him flat Inceſt; 
There's for your Conſcience, if you will have Conſcienee, 
She was betroth*d yours by her Father's Will, 
Publiſh'd to the World, and what elſe makes a Marriage! 
And for a Brother thus to undermine you, 
And carry it too! Are you Italian born? 
Begot by one? Oh, make it not a Doubt, 
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I grieve, I groan, I am mad to ſee you thus! 
What, to be made the Talk, the Jeer of Rome, 

As once you were at Paris by Charlotta: 


* No I'll revenge thee! cold as thou art and dead ! 
And may this Steel be ſheath'd in Machiavel, 
If that the treacherous Duke of Gandia ſcape me. 
[ Exiturus. 
wh Borg. Come back, I fay ; for what is to be done, 


P11 att my ſelf. Where was I? or where am I? 
No, Machiavel, thou know'ſt tis not my Conſcience. 
That lets the Villain live; I think thou haſt heard. 
The fatal Jars w'have had abont my Sitter ; 

For I remember, being in her Bath, 

And by her Women told we were at Words, 

She ran in haſte half naked to the Pope, . 

ho came to part the Fray; and ſwore in F 

ith horrid Imprecations, who e'er fell 51155 
By th'other's Hands, he never would have mercy 

Dn the Surviver. This, my Machiavel, 

s Borgia's Conſcience For to do a Murder, 

\nd not be ſafe, is Drunkard's Policy. | A 
Mach. What then is your Intent? 

Borg. To follow Nature; ; 

or ſo do Flames that burn, and Seas that drown+- 
Ves, Machiavel; and care not what comes on't. 

do when Security, and black Occaſion 11 
Point me to death, I will be rough as thoſe, 

ind blood him, till he changes to a Ghoſt: 

et ſince my Father's Threats bar preſent. Murder, 
11 find a way to rack him | 
Mach. Ha you mend —, 

o take again your beauteous Prize; that is, 

he lovel Bellamira {till retains | 

ome holds about your Heart. 

Borg. Oh, *tis confe(s'd ; 

Ind howſoe'er my Tongue has play's the Braggart,.. 
rriage! le reigns more fully in my Soul than ever: 

he gariſons my Breaſt, mans againſt mne 

ven my own rebel Thoughts, with thouſand Graces, * 
en thouſand Charms, and new diſcover'd Beauties. 


qa! badſt thou ſeen her when ſhe lately bleſt me. 
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What Tears, what Looks, and Languiſhings ſhe darts] 
Love bath'd himſelf in the difiilling Balm: 

And oh the ſubtle God has made has Entrance 
Quite thro my Heart: he ſhouts and triumphs too, 
And all his Cry is, Death, or Bellamira. | 

Mach. Why this is like the Spirit of your PFathy, 
You bring this graceful Vigour juſt before me, 
ry juſt as firſt he wore the triple Crown, 

uſt ſo he walk'd, juſt with that-fiery Movement; 
So ſparkled too his Eyes! ſo glow'd his Cheeks, 
Nor fear Palante, when ſhe's in your Arms, 
When ſhe perceives the Fervour of your Paſſion 

Panting upon her naked Breaſts for Mer 
Borg. Sighing, as if my very Soul would burſt, 
And graiping, Machiavel, as if Death's Fangs were 

me. 
Mach. Now ſtealing to her Lips, diffolv'd in Tex 
And preſſing cloſe, but ſoftly, to her Side; 
| Whiſpering, O why, why, gentle Be/lamira! 
Then with a ſudden ſtart let looſe your Love; 
Graſp her as if you could no longer bear it ; Oh &. 
Claſp her all Night, and ſtife her with Kiſſes: To g 


Oh, there are thouſand Ways! Aſec 

Berg Ten thoutand thouland z © Half c 
Millions, and infinite, yet add to thoſe, The v 
Fil try 'em all # nor ſhall a Drop of Mercy When 
Fall from my Eyes, tho' I beheld Palate At the 
Dead at her Door. O Expectation burhs me! Thou 
O Bellamira !- Heart! how ſhe inflames me? Come, 


Mach. Then there's no need of warlike 5 p 
Borg. Talk no more of War, for now my Theme 
The War like Winter vaniſhes; tis gone, (Low 
And Bellamira with eternal Spring, N 
Dreft in blue Heav'ns, and breathing vernal Sweets 
Drops like a Cherubin in Smiles before me. 
: Mach. Oa, that the World could but behold you tl 
That Bellamira ſaw you in this Height 
Of dazling Paffion, and becoming Fury! ! 
Borg. Thus, to a glorious Coaſt, thro Tempeſts hut 
We fail like him who ſought the Indian World. 
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"Tis more; tis Paradiſe I go to prove, 

And Bellamira is the Land of Love: 

I have her in my view; and hark, ſhe talks, 

And ſee, about, like the firſt Maid, ſhe walks: 

Fair as the Day when firſt the World began; 

And I am doom'd to be the happy Man. [Exeunt, 


ee eee 
ACT m. 


Enter Aſcanio and Alonzo. 


Lord, chis is an Act ſo newly horrid, 
do ghaſtly a Contrivance of Revenge, 
That Fiends themſelves would ſtart 
at the Propoſal. | 
I to do this; * have bred him up! 
Oh Seraphius! nurs'd thee in my Boſom, 
To gaſh thy Cheeks,. and tear out both thy Eyes! 
Aſcan. The Sums of Gold are order'd to be paid e 
Halt on your bare conſent ; on Execution | 
The whole. A/anzo,. thou haſt no Compaſion: 
When Intereſt comes in play: Don't I know, 
At the Command of Machiacel. or Borgia, 
Thou wouldſt not ſtick to poiion ev'n the Pope? 
Come, come, diſſemble not thy Occupation, 
Murder's thy Trade, and Death thy Livelihood; 
here fore perform this Act of ſpritely Vengeance, 
And I'll create thee noble ·— | 
Alon. "Tis ſure, &er long, when I have ſerv id their 
hat they will end me too, tor fear of talking; (turn, 
Therefore, my Lord, howe'er my Conſcience ttings me, 
or "tis moſt true, I love the innocent Boy, 
Send home the Gold | 
Acan. Thou ſhalt along with me; | 
Iwill not ſend, but pay it thee in Hand, lis that? 
Fall twenty thouſand Crowns Why, what 2 
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Away, away! Come, come, pull out his Eyes, 
And make a Cupid of the little Baſtard. 
I ſwear thou ſhalt; what, twenty thouſand Crowns! 


Now, my Adorna, now the time is coming, 


Then told me all that you diſcours'd but now; 


Enquir'd for you, then talk'd of Blood, and 2 


Full twenty thouſand Crowns ! 

Why, I will tell thee, there are Rogues in Orders, 
Monks, Fryars, Jeſuits, that would kill their Pathen, 
Raviſh their Mothers, eat their Brothers and Siſters, 
For half the Sum : What, twenty thouſand Crowns! 


Alonx. My. Lord, I am charm'd. 
Enter Machiavel and Adornac. 


Aan. My good Lord Machiavel. 
Mach. My noble Lord, | 
The humbleſt of your Servants— 
Ex. Aſcanio and Alon 


When thou ſhalt rival even the Queen of Love; 
For, by my Life, a Bridegroom like Palante 


Might match an Empreſs But he's thine; no more: Wi V 


I've ſworn he's thine. This Day, that gives his Brothp Jl lonzc 
Thy beauteous Couſin, is the bleſt Fore-runner 
Of my Aaorna's certain Happineſs. 

Aabr. Heav'n only knows the Iſſue of my Fate; 
But did not Love and languiſſiing Deſire 
Tranſport me from my ſelf, I ſhould endeavour 
To help the poor deſpairing Bellamira. 

Not many Hours ago ſhe ran upon me 

With Extaſies, even crying out for Joy, 

In ſpite of Fate, Pa/ante ſhall be mine; 

When on that Minute cruel Borgia enter d 
With old O-, who commanded her, a 
Tth' midſt of Prayers and Tears, and ſhrieking Sorrows Cd 


Strait to attend her Huſband to the Temple. Bong. 
Mach. Excellent! and how bears Palante this! l infta 
Ador. So much the worſe, becauſe quite unexpeRed me | 

And while I told:it in moſt moving Terms, nd I'll 


He ſtruck his Breaſt, and caſt his Eyes to Heav'n, MW Pri 


CESAR BORGIA. 
Mach. I have been, ever fince I came to Rome, 
Confidant to both: I like the Method, 


44 


* he Machine moves exactly to my mind, 
ils like a Ship well-ballaſt thro' the Air, 


Ins! ad ploughs the riſing Miſchiefs clear before me. 
ä ve heard thee often talk of pretty Letters 

hat paſt between Palante and thy Couſin, 
vns! Adir. J have em all in keeping, by her Order. 
Mach. Let me peruſe em. 
Adr. Will you be ſecret then ? 
Mach. Away, and fear not, they ſhall makethy For- 
don as the Marriage-Rites are paſt, we'll meet. (tune: 
it lo, they come ! the Duke of Gandia frowns ; 
fear my Cæſar, and muſt watch their claſhing. 


ene draws, and diſcovers the Progreſs of a ſtately Mar. 
riage ; Aſcanio, Adrian, Enna, Cardinals, going be- 
fore, Orſino following : Bellamira ſupported by two 
Virgins in white: Borgia follow'd by Vitellizzo, A- 


lonzo, fc. 


Cand. Sir, I muſt ſpeak with you. 

Borg. Tis inconvenient. * a 

Gard. "Tis not our firſt of Jars. Remember Lucrece, 

ur Siſter Lucrece, and be then perſuaded 

ſeceſſity requires your Ear. 

Borg. For what? . 

Gard. If you dare walk aſide with me, TII tell you. 

Borg. After the Prieſt | 

Cand. No, Sir before the Prieft—— 

ne hovers near us: you ſhall give me hearing. 

Borg. What Boy! how fayſt thou? ſhall !—- 

Cand. Ves Sir, you ſhall. 

Birg. No more, for fear we ſhould be overheard : 

| inſtantly return, upon my Honour: 

t me but wait Orfino to the Gate, 

ad I'll attend thee; on my Word I will 

he Prieſt ſhall wait till thou have Satisfaction. 
[Exeunt a/l but Mach. and Gand. 

Mach; 


Mach. What have you ſaid, my Lord? 

Gand. Forbear to know; 
I think thou lov'ſt me, yet a Proof were well; 
And ſince Occaſion now demands a Trial, 
Refuſe not what my Friendſhip ſhall enjoin thee. 


Mach. I apprehend: Let me embrace you, 


Call all thoſe pow'rtul Provocations up, 

Your Wrongs, your moſt ignoble Injuries, 

To ſteel your Arms, and dye your Victory 

In Blood; I go becauſe you grow impatient. 


Yet I muſt watch you hereabouts: For Borgia, 

Tho' ſkill'd and gallant, yet may meet his Death, 

And that I muſt prevent, for I'll allow no Stroke 
To Chance, tho' my undaunted Hero dares all 

That Man can dare . 

Gand. Why comes he not? 

I know he's brave, renown'd in Foreign Wars, 

And to his Skill in Arms has ſuch a Courage, 

As makes a raſh Man run upon his Ruin; 

Yet in his height of Fury I can dare him, 

My Blood dehes him mortally to Death. 

Yes Machiavel, I'll take thy fatal Counſel ; 

The Word is Conqueſt, Death, or Bellamira. 


Enter Borgia. 


You muſt be ſatisfy'd, tho' Beauty ſtays, 
T ho? the Bride ſtays, tho' Be//amira ſtays : 
That is, tho Heav'n with all its waiting Glories 


Gand. Y'have us'd me baſely. 
Borg. No. 

Gand. I ſay you have, 
Without a Provocation, 
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Mach. Tis granted, tho''the Conſequence be Death, 
Gand. Be gone, this Moment leave me to my ſell. 


Why ſhall I leave you? but my Word's engag'd ; 


No more, but Conqueſt, Death, or Bellamira 


[Exit Mad 
Borg. So, Sir, you ſee I have obey'd your Summot 


Stops at your Call, and ſtands to give you hearing. 


lor the 
ill th 
raw ti 
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Dore. 
bat all 
nould { 
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A Lucr 
), fear” 
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gor. That were baſe Fr | 
121 When unprovok'd I do a Wrong, 
ay 1, when juſtly urg d, want due Revenge. 

Gand. You've falſify d your Word, betray d me baſelyy 
tray'd a Brother: O my Stars, a Brother ! 
hat would have burſt thro? all the Bars of Death, 

nd yielded all things to you, but his Love, | 

| fooliſh Eyes! But theſe are your laſt Tears, 

11 muſt mend your Courſe with Blood. 

Borg. He weeps! 

; ever ſeen Hypocriſy like this? 

thou young impudent and blooming Lyar, 

ho, like our Curtelans, are early practis'd, 

nd in their Nonage taught the Arts of Vice. 

it I forego my 'Temper— ls this all? 

ou know I am in haſte, and cannot brook 

longer Conterence. 

Gard. 1 know you cannot, 

t I ſhall force you: Ves, thou Tyrant Brother, 

hou that art fallen from all the height of Glory, 

o the low Practice of the worſt of Slaves, 


will revenge the Honour thou haſt loſt: 
ſor ſhalt thou — to Bellamira's Arms, 


ill thro' my 
raw then 
Borg. I will not. 

Cand. By Revenge and Fury, 
hou ſhalt not pais but on my Rapier's Point. 

Borg. Think not, thou young Practitioner in Arms, 

hat all thy Force, tho' levelPd at me naked, 

nould ſtop me, if J once reſolvd my Way: 
ut l am calm; and wiſh thee, for thy Safety, 

o let me paſs. Thou talkd'ft a while ago 
Lucrec . but no more of that my Father. 
, fear'd I not his Thunder which fo oft 

4 menac'd me if c'er I role againit thee, | 
og, long e'er this, hadſt thou been Duſt, even now z 
or that Abuſe which late thou gav'ſt my Ear, 
or that abhorr'd Conception of my Siſter, 
or that damn'd Mention, by the loweſt Hell, 


eart thou cutt thy horrid Way, 


And 


I doubt not but my Sword ſhall write thee Traitor. 


Far more indeed than Worlds, m 


B; 


And by the burning Fiends, thou ſhouldſt be Aſhes, - 
< 


Gand. Bluſh not, nor purſe thy threatning Brow, by 
And dare not to deſpiſe the weakeſt Arm (dray, 
That ſtrikes with Juſtice. . Yes, upon thy Breaſt, 
Elate and haughty as thou carry'ſt it, 


Borg. No more: O that I had 
Some one renown'd, and winter'd as my ſelf, 
T' encounter like an Oak the rooting Storm 
But thou art weak, and to the Earth wilt bend, 
With my leaft Blaſt, thy Head of Bloſſoms down: 
If by thy Hand I fall (as who &er div'd 
So deep in Fate, but ſometimes was deceiv'd ?) 

I do bequeath thee more than all my Dukedoms, 
uteous Bride; 
But if I conquer thee, and ſhew thee Mercy, 
Never love more; nor after I am marry'd, 

Dare for thy Soul to ſpeak of Bellamira. 

Gand. I thank thee, and accept the Terms with [q 
Which Blood muſt ratify : and here I ſwear, 

If vanquiſh'd by thy Arm (tho' Death I hope, 
Will, more than Oaths, confirm the fatal Bargain) 
Forever to renounce all claim, and yield, 

By my eternal Abſence, Bellamira. 

Borg. Come on then: and let Love and Glory ficel 
Thy unfleſh'd Arm: think, on this Moment hangs 
Thy whole Life's Joy, or worſe than Death, Deipai; 
I would not win ſuch Beauty without Blood. 

But as the brave Gonſalwvo, being ſhot, 

Mov'd not at all, nor chang'd his mighty Look; 
As if the Gallantry of ſuch Demeanor 

Could charm coy Victory to raiſe the Siege: 

So would I with my Blood diſtilling down, 
Anſwering her Tears, lead Bellami ra on, 

And woo her at the Altar with my Wounds. 

Gand. no more. 

Borg. Agreed, The Word is Bellamira 

[They fieht, Gandia is abu 
Hold, hold Palante, for thou bleed'ſt. 
Gand. A Scratch. | 


Ben 
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hes Borg. My Father cries out, ſave him on thy Life. 
OW by Gard. Guard well „ . " 
' Fight again. Borgia is awounded an the Aru 
a Tee the Army 
Enter Machiavel, 


or, 


Mach. What means this N oiſe of Arms? 
hy theſe Swords drawn? What now, my Lords, 
goth wounded? [Borgia throws: Gandla bis Sword, 
y Heav'n, I ſwear, you ſhall proceed no further. 
Burg. Tris now too late to tell thee how we quarrell'd, 
ook to his Wound: Soon as the Cure's perform'd, 
l ſerve-the Duke of Gandia with my Fortune, 
ide. ir far from Rome; for he has agreed 
erer to ſee my Bellamira more. 
or me l to the Temple. 
Mach. My Lord, you bleed. 
ich] Borg. The Skin's but rais'd: ; 
badi it were deep in the moſt mortal Part, 
0 Bellamira, when the Blood guſn'd forth, 
ould fink upon my Breaſt, and {wear ſhe lov'd me; 
ut that's too much to hope; whate'er is doom'd, # 
ſwear this Night to 24 the conquer d Prize: 
nel es, yes, Palante, hear, and fly for ever; 
0 Ucke white World of Bellamira's Beauty 
Dei bis Night I'll travel o'er, to feaſt my Love? 
OW bc little Glutton ſhall be gorg'd with Revels, 
ſe ſhall be drunk with Spirits of Delight, 
ich all that amorous Wiſhes can inſpire, 
nd all the Liberties of looſe Deſire. [Exit? 
Gand. I'll after him, and at the Altar end him. 
ast not enough to wound and vanquiſh me, 
ut he muſt triumph too? I rave and talk 
know not what; for he is generous, 
ad nobly merits what his Valour won; 
happy Borgia; I will keep my Words 
nd, ſince thus loſt to all that J held dear, 
bandon this loath'd World. 
Mach. You muſt retire. | 
Vol, II. " ds Gand 


Ben 
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Sand. I will devote the ſad Remains of Life 
To the bleſt Company of holy Men; 
Learn Contemplation, and, the Dregs of Life 
Purg'd. off, taſte clearer and more ſprightly Joys, 
Partake their Tranſports in the brighteſt Viſions, 
See opening Heav'ns, and the deſcending Geds : 
Then as I view the dazzling Tracts of Angels, 
Sigh to my Heart, and cry, See there, and there, 
In full Perfection thouſand Bellamira's. 
Mach. My Lord, your Wound bleeds faſt. 
Gand. O Machiawel! 
When I am ſhut for ever from the World, 
'Thou tendereſt-hearted, gentleſt, beſt of Friends, 
Wilt viſit me ſometimes : I know thou wilt. 


Mach. Why do youdroop thus? Lean upon my Am 


All ſhall be well. Yes, I will find a Way, 
In ſpite of Fortune, yet to heal your Sorrows, 
And pour the Balm of Bellamira's Tears 
Upon your Wound, 
Gand. Could I but ſee her once 
Before I die! a 
Mach. Once, twice, a hundred times : 
Doubt not, you ſhall, but haſte to your Apartment. 
| s LExit Gaui 
Methinks, if Miſchief had but this to vaunt, 
That, like a God, none knows her but herſelf, 
It were enough to mount her o'er the World. 
J love myſelf; and for myſelf, I love 
Borgia my Prince: Who does not love himſelf? 
Selt-Love's the univerſal Beam of Nature, 
The Axle-Tree that darts thro' all its Frame: 
And he's a Child in Thought, who fears the Sting 
Of Conſcience; and will rather loſe himſelf 
Than make his Fortune by another's Ruin! 
Conſcience, the Bugbears Roar, the Nurſes How, 
Our Infant Laſh, and Whip of Education. 


Enter Adorna. 


My Genius, my Love, my little Angel, 
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Haſt thou the Letters? || 
Aaor. Firſt, my Lord, 
If I have Breath to utter, let me tell you, 
Never was Marriage ſolemniz'd like this, 
Mach. Go on. 
Ador. The Bride in mourning Robes was led, 
r rather born like a pale Corſe along ; 
ſaw her when ſhe firit approach'd the Temple, 
ow, ruſhing from the Arms of thoſe that held her, * 
She threw her Body on the marble Steps; 
Vhen ſtrait the Bridegroom with a kindled Face 
Drew near, and bluſhing, ſtretch'd his bloody Arm, 
Vrapt in a Scarf, and gave it to the Bride? 
en, bowing, wiſh'd the Prieſt perform his Duty. 
Mach. What follow'dd? 
Abr. Urg'd, or rather, brib'd before, 
he Prieſt at old Orſino's Interceſſion, 
oon join'd their Hands: all from the Temple haſte, 
„ine and his Son in deep Diſcourſe, | 
nd Bellamira blind with weeping, led 


his way. 


Mach. I am glad on't, for I wait to — with her, 
thee produce the Letters: Come, I know 

hou hait em; nay, tis thy own Intereſt. 

Aur. See, Bellamira enters: Stay ſome time, 

nd I'll diſcover to your own Deſire. 


Enter Bellamira, 


Mach. Madam, I would intreat a Word in private. 
bell. Can Miſery, like mine, be worth Diſcourſe? 
Mach. The dead are only happy, and the dying: 

e dead are ſtill, and laſting Sfumbers hold em: 
„ Who is near his Death, but turns about, 

ufles a while to make his Pillow eaſy, 

ien ſlips into his Shroud, and reſts for ever. 

Bell. My Mind preſages, by the bloody Hand 
lat ſeiz'd me at the Altar — | 

Mach, In their Nonage 


ympathy unuſual _—_ their Loves; 
5 2 


They 
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They pair'd like Turtles, till together drank, 
Together eat, nor quarrell'd for the Choice: 
Like twining Streams both from one Fountain fel, 
And as they ran, ſtill mingled Smiles and Tears: 
But Oh, when Time had ſwell'd their Currents high, 
This boundleſs World, this Occan-did divide 'em, 
And now for ever they have loſt each other. 

Bell. For ever ! Oh the Horror that invades me! 
*Thou ſeem'ſt to intimate ſome horrid Act: 

I charge thee ſpeak, how fares the Duke of Gandia? 
Not anſwer me ! Why doſt thou ſhake thy Head, 
And croſs thy Arms, and turn thy Eyes away? 
Has there been aught betwixt my Lord and him? 

Mach. There has, they fought. 

Bella. The Cauſe, the curſed Cauſe . 
Stands here, before thy Eyes ſhe ſtands to blaſt tlie: a 
I know 'tis thus; Borgia for me was wounded ,; by 
And, oh my Fears, by his relentleſs. Hand, ha 
Perhaps that poor deſpairing loſt Palante 

Is miſerably ſlain: If it be 1o, 

Spite of my Father, I'll renounce my Vows, 
Forego, forſwear all Comforts in this Life, 
And fly the World. 

Mach. Wou'd:I were out on't ; 

Nothing but Fraud and Cruelties reign here. 
Ie is not ſlain ; but, as his Surgeons bode, 

I fear him much. Oh would you be ſo kind 
To ſee the Wounds he ſuffers for your ſake, 
And charm his Pains but with one parting View 
Before your Lard return 

Bella. Alas, I dare not ! 

Mach. He graſp'd me by the Wriſt, and weeping, 
*T would be a Heav'n, a Lightning in his Grave, 
"Where elſe he muſt for ever lie unpity'd. | 
Now, on my Soul, you muſt, you ought to {ce i 
Who, ballancing the Scales of doubtful Life, 
Lies in your way; a Glance, one Grain of Favor 
Turns him from Death. Come, come, you mult! 


Madam, 1'11 wait and intercept your Lord. (1 
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Bella. A Viſit! juſt upon our Marriage too 
Put 'tis the laſt that he ſhall &er receive: 
Therefore I'll go; Nature, Compaſſion, Fate, 
fell And Love, far more tyrannical than thoſe, 
* Forces me on: J feel him here; he throbs, 
And beats a mournful March. 
Mach. Fear not, aw 


ay: 
III guard the Paſſage: Locke not back, but haſte. 


5 me [Exit Bellamirs- 
„„ | remember Story well, old Rome 
= Was free from all this Weakneſs of the Mind. 


For Women! Oh how ſlightly were they thought of 
When the great Cato gave his F riend his Wife ; 
0 breed him Heirs, e ſhe was a Teemer 
ind after he was dead, again receiv'd her? 
his was before the Yandals made us Slaves, 
Vho, mingling with our Wives, begot a Race, 
That nothing holds of the old Lion Glory. 


Enter Borgia. 
ut huſh, more Work; and now I am composd. 
Borg. Welcome, my beſt of Friends, my 2 
et me unlade on thee my Fraught of Joy; 
or Bellamira's mine, her Vows are mine; 


aft thee: 
dz 


L. er Father gave her, and the holy Man | 
as link'd our Hands: Fortune — eder long, 1 
nd lay join our Hearts; however dearly bought, | 
12 ay, ſhe's mine. | | 3 
Vie Mach. However dearly bought | 
Borg. True Machiavel, moit dearly ;- but. alas, 

_ : that would. reach the Mine, muſt burſt the Quarry 
ee FE ind labour to the Center——ha——thou'rt cold z © 
Gre Hart from this Lethargy, and tell me why, 

" hy doſt thou ſhake my Joys with that ſtern Look ?? 
to en peak, for to me thy Face is as the Heav*ns, | 
te, * Ind, when thou ſmil'ſt, I cannot fear a Storm: 
f * ut now thy gather'd Brows prognoſticate 
2 if Weather; Lightning ſparkles from thy Eyes; 


peak too, tho? Thunder follow, 
3 
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Mach. On what Conditions had the Prince his Life 


Borg. It was agreed betwixt us ſolemnly, s 
And bound by Oath, that he who was ſubdu'd 4 
Should never ſpeak to Bellamira more. . 

Mach. I am fatisfy'd. T 

Borg. O Machiavel! is this friendly, Bi 
To hide the Cauſe of thy Diſorder from me? I 
Thou ſaid'ſt, I am dais d ; but at that moment Fe 
I ſaw two Furies leap from thy red Eyes, | 
That ſaid thou'rt not, thou art not ſatisfy d. 
This Coldneſs of thy Carriage, this dead Stillneſs, 1 
Makes me more apprehend than all the Noſe, { 
That mad Men raiſe: Speak then, but do not blaſt ne, 
Speak by degrees, let the Truth break away, ] 
In eblique Sounds; for if it come directly, Pa, 
I fall at once, ſplit, ruin'd, daſh'd for ever, / 
So little am I Maſter of my Paſſion. / 

Mach. 'Therefore I dare not tell you. Wh 

Borg. Therefore tis horrid, ah! Ik 
Monſtrous ! *tis ſo; therefore thou dar not tell me. Wl Ho! 
But ſpeak; tho' trembling thus from Head to Foot, N Wh: 

IJ will be calm, preſs down the riſing Sighs, Wit 
And ſtifle all the Swellings in my Heart; But 
I will be Maſter far as Nature can. 3 

Mach. If e knew ſuch Fire was in your Tempe, CO 

And thus would burn you up, why would you mam 2/ 
Borg. Becauſe reſiſtleſs Love, reſiſtleſs Beauty, Hon 
Hurry d me on. But {| thou ſtav'ſt me off. And 


If thou haſt Senſe of Honour, tell me, Machiau:!, PB, 
Speak, I conjure you, as thou art my Friend. M. 

Mach. The Fault's not great, and you may pardon i And 
Jet twas a Fault, I think: where did you leave do 


Your Bride? | But ſ 

Borg. Why doſt thou aſk ? I know not where; And 
This way they led her; and as I'm perſuaded, In tal 
Orſino, tho unwilling, judg d it fit Bo 
She ſhould retire again to her Apartment, Or I. 
That her full Griefs might have a time to wale. Ma 

Mach. She is retir'd, my Lord. We fe 


Bart 
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s Life! gore. Ha! whither ? ſpeak ; 

25 She re where ſhe ſhonld not retire. 

'Tis true, moſt plain, moſt undeniable, 

f know it by the Faſhion of thy Wit, 

Thy Accent ſwears it; mouth thy Tale no more, 

But ay diſtinctly whither ſhe's retir' d; 

I charge thee, pray thee, and conjure thee, ſpealæ, 

nt For what, with whom, and on what new Occaſion?: 

Mach. You have a Brother. 
Borg. O the perjur'd Traitor ! 

fs, have! what then? 

6 Mach, She's with him now. 

laſt me, Borg. With whom? 

Mach. Why, with the Duke of Gandia; with your 
Palante, Son-or Nephew to the Pope. (Brother: 

Borg. What, Bellamira with him? Ponyards ! Daggers |: 

Mach. This way, but now, I ſaw her come in 35 
Whether ſhe gueſs'd the Matter by your Wound, 
know not, but with faultring Speech ſhe aſk'd 

11 me. How far'd Palante, if he were in being? 

Foot, Whereon I nothing mus'd, but in plain Terms,. 

With Moderation, told her what fk knew: 

But had you ſeen the Starts and Stops ſhe made! | 
Borg. No doubt ſhe did; ten thouſand Curſes, oh 

Goon; for yet I am a fangleſs Lion. (tion'd,. 
Mach. Had you but heard when firſt his Wound I men-- 

How ſhe ſhriek'd out; how oft ſhe forc'd me ſwear, 

And ſwear, and ſwear again, it was not mortal 
Borg. Undone for ever! O Deſtruction ſeize her 
Mach. But when I told your hurt, ſhe ſeem'd ſcarce 

And leſſening Sorrow yielded to Attention; (griev'd,, 

do not ſay ſhe flatly did-rejoice, 

But ſure I am ſhe ſmil'd,. and touch'd my Hand, 

And begg'd me, if you came this way, to hold you. 

In talk, while to the Sick. ſhe made a Viſit. 

Borg. Thy Boſom be my Grave; bear me a while, 

Or I ſhall burſt. O Bellamrra! Oh! | 
Mach. Raiſe, raiſe your ſelf. Ha, Prince! is this the 

We fear'd but now, that moſt tranſporting Fury? (Fire 
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Let me demand thee how er darꝰſt abuſe 
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Borg. No more; 'tis gone: O Marriage ! now Ind 

Thou coſtly Feaſt, on which with fear we feed, (thee; 

As if each 8 Diſh we taſte were poiion nd; 

Where, by the fatal Tyranny of Cuſtom, 

Our Honour, like a Sword juſt pointing o'er us, 

Ha! but it comes, 'tis faln ! 

Likea fork'd Arrow ſtuck into my Skull. 

No more; I'm deaf as Adders, and as deadly; 

Mercy! no more! thy Voice is quite uncharm'd; 

All Pity thus be dry'd from my weak Eyes : 

Here will I look my Mother's Softneſs off, 

And gaze till * Fury ſteels my Soul, 

Till — all my Father; till his Form, 

All bloody o'er from Head to Foot with Slaughter, 

Sleims o'er my poliſn'd Blade, in Frownsto haſte me, 
Mach. What mean you, Sir? 
Borg. I know not what my ſelf! 

Off from my Arms; away. Tue oft-times heard 

At Princes Murders, monſtrous Births forebode ; 

The Heavens themſelves rain Blood : Why, let itrain; 

If my Heart holds her Purpoſe, with this land 

Pl fell the Purple Deluge; Vengeance! Death and 

Vengeance Exit. 

Mach. — Warrice 'tis not gone io far; 

Theſe — are but the haſty Harbingers 

Te the flow Murder that comes dragging on: 

The Mifchieſ's yet but rouge an Infant Fury; 

Tis the firſt Brawl of a new-born Jealouſy. 

But I have Machiawellian Magick here, 

Shall nurſe this Brood of Hell to ſuch Perfection, 

As ſhall e er long become the Devil's Manhood ; 

But hark, the Noiſe approaches, and the Time 

Puts me mind of Bellamira's Letters [Exit. 


Enter Borgia, Bellamira a Gandia. 


yet &er thou dy'ſt, proud 


Borg. Furies and Hell! | 


My Mercy 1. 
Gand. 


lan- 


Borg 
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Cand. I give thee back 1 > _ : _ 
And have a Heart ſo well aſſur'd of Death, 
hat I diſdain to anſwer. | 5 
Borg. Die then, Traitor! TY | 
Bells, Hold Borgia, , : hear re Tak, 25 
Borg. Confuſion ; and play not thus wit hunderʒ A 
A it ſhould blaſt thee an ence, off, I ſay z 
ho' thou deſerv'ſt a Fate as ſharp and ſudden, 
I will take Leiſure in thy Death. Be gone. 
Bella. Behold, Igraſp the Dagger, draw it through 
nd gaſh my Veins, and tear my Arteries 3- 

ll fx my Hand thus to the wounding Blade. 
Vhile Life will let me hold, and force thee hear me. 
Borg. Say'ſt, ha! wilt thou? dar'ſt thou brave mae 
Thus guilty too! once more forego my Ponyard. (thus © 

Bella. No; draw it, Cruel! let thy bloody Deeds 
ze ſwifter than thy Threats: I fear thee. not; 
ut thus will wound my ſelf, or quite diſarm thee. 
low you ſhall hear me. | 
Borg. Is this poſſible ? | 
2; Borgia! where! where is thy Fury now.? } 
Where thy Revenge? O Woman in Perfection! 
hou —_ Mixture of ten thouſand Circe c, 
n one bright heap caſt by ſome huddling God, 
ow dar'ſt thou venture thus; how dar'ft thou do this? 
et heave thy Breaſts, pant, breathe, and think on Mercy, - 
Bella. My Acts have ſhewn the Care indeed I take 
o ſave my Life: No, Prince, not for my own 
pool be heard, but for your innocent Brother's, 
alantt. | 
Borg. Ha, Palante! Ves, I know thee,.. (tion 
here hangs thy Jay, thy Pulſe, thy Breath, and Mos 
lood, Lis, and Soul, thy Darling Bleſſing's here, 
nd more than all the Joys of Heav'n hereaſtex, 
World of Horror! O Contagion on. 
te Day when firſt I ſaw thee. f | 
hella. Would you but hear — -., 
Bg. Come off, I ſay; tear thy ſcarf d Wound, tear't 
un theſe diſtilling Drops; come glut thy Eyes, (up. 
ut em with Blood; for Borgia's Blood's thy Joy: 
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I give him thee, as our Phyſicians do 


There is a Deed that muſt, that ſhall be done, 


Fe. 
Oh, fach ſweet Words ne'er fell from that fair Mo 


or ſay—when at the Altar I ſtood bleeding, Ti 
Speak T'ygreſs, barbarous Wretch, thou ſhe Pala, N. 
idſt thou once aſk th Occaſion of my Wound ? N. 
No——T remember thy uneaſy Carriage, Of 


How oſten thou look'ſt back with longing Eyes; 
How oft in ſecret thou didſt curſe the Prieſt, 
The tedious length of whoſe ſlow Ceremonies 
Kept thee from flying to Palante's Arms. 
Gand. Farewell, my Lord; think Bellamira guiltlel, 
And you ſhall never ſee Palante more. [I rouble; 
Borg. Stay, Sir; come back, I know your Wound's 
But the Reward I mean is worth your waiting. 
Here, take him, Bellamira; claſp him; 


Preſcribe laſt Remedies, to ſave thy Life : 
I give him thee to ſave thy gaſping Soul, 
Which would be damn'd without him; yet obſene 


Before you laugh and kiſs. See here, my Boſom, 
Strike, and ſtrike deep, deep as Palante burns thee; 
For in thy Heart, hot in thy inmoſt Veins, 
I know the curs'd, the too Iov'd Traitor lies. 
Gand. I do renounce the Name, and to the Give 
Retort it with an equal Indignation. 
- Borg. Retort it! What? 
Gand. The Name of Traitor. 
Borg. Ha! 
Provoke me not, left as T am unarm' d, 
I cruſh thee with my Hands, and daſh thee dead. 
Bel]. Hold off, and hear me; noble Borgia, hear me; 
Hear me, my Lord, my Huſband, hear me kneeling 
Thou whom the Heav'ns have deſtin'd to my Arms, 
The conſtant Partner of my niceſt Thoughts, 
Doom'd to my Bed, whom I muſt learn to love, 


And ogg In you turn my Heart to Stone. 
+ 1 


Before, nor can I truſt em now, 
Bell. If you call back 


The Vengeance which your impious Vows let flip, 


I ſwear, thus ſinking on your Feet, I ſwear, 
Never from this ſad Hour, never to ſee, 
Nor ſpeak, no, nor (if poſſible) to think 
Of poor Palante mormme. IF 
Borg. Go on, go on; I ſwear the Wind is turn'd,, 
And all thoſe furious and outrageous Paſſions 
Now bend another way. | 
Bell. J will hereafter, | 
With ſtricteſt Duty, ſerve you as my Lord: 
And give you ſigns of ſuch moſt faithful Love, 
That it ſhall ſeem as if we languiſh'd long, 
As if we had been us'd to mingle Sighs, _ 
And from our Cradles interchang'd our Souls; 
As if no Breach had ever been betwixt us ; 
As if no cruel Father forc'd the Marriage; 
I ſo reſigning as if always your's, . 
And you ſo mild, as if no-other proof” 
But my Diſhonour e er could make you angry; 
Borg. Oh, my Heart's Joy ! Riſe, Bellamira, riſe 
here's nothing left, nothing of Rage to fright thee; 
hou haſt new-tun'd me, and the trembling Strings 
Df my touch'd Heart dance to the Inſpiration, 
ds if no harſlineſs, nor no jars had been: 
ad theſe ſweet Sounds but met my Entrance here, 
V ghaſtly Fears and cloven Jealouſies, 
ich all the Monſters that made ſick my Brain, 
ad fled (ſo ſoft and artful are thy Strains) 7 
ike ſullen Fiends beſore the Prophets Charms. . . 
Bell. I came, tis true, my Lord, to ſee Palante, . 
ut thought him on his Death-bed. 
Borg. Oh, no more! 
do intreat thee mention that no more; 
Ars well; and we have mutually forgiven, 
love thee, Bellamira; therefore paſs 
bis Error. by; yes, for thy {elf 1 love thee, 
0 glut my Fancy with thy endleſs Charms, 
Ind ſnatch the Pleaſures of all Woman-kind: 
by fair Repentance, and thy graceful Vows,. 
are torn'd the Eagerneſs of ſworn Revenge 
0 furious Wiſhes for the promis'd Joy. 
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| 1 n Then 
Gard. O blaſting Sight! O Death to all my Hopes} Never 
Life, thou art vile, and I will wait no longer. Bell 
Orfin. Ha, Traitor Prince! Why, -- Borgia, does he live, Berg 
Who has himſelf broke all the Ties of Blood ? But I 1 
Where is the leud Adult'reſs too my Daughter? And v 
For I will tab em in each other's Arms. 5 For ſhi 
Borg. Hold, dear Os/ino/ for Revenge is now Cam'ſt 
No more; en is moſt innocent, Be gon 
And melts into > rms. O happy Night! O plag 
Not to the weary Pilgrim half ſo welcome, That ! 
When after many a weary bleeding Step Shipw! 
With joyful Looks he ſpies his long'd-for Home. Fire al 
See, ſee my Lord, the effects of our Vexation ! Let M 
Thus comes to the deſpairing Wretch, the glad May tl 
Reprieve: *Tis Mercy, Mercy at the Block, Let th 
Thus the toſs'd Seaman, after boiſterous Storms, But fav 


- | Lands on his Country's Breaſt, thus ſtands and gazes, 
And runs it &er with many a greedy Look; 
Then ſhouts for Jay, as I ſhould do, and makes 
'The ecchoing Hills and all the-Shores reſound. (thee, 
Ori. Now Bleſſings on thy Heart; more Bleſſings on 
Than on thy Diſobedience, Curſes. Take him, Girl, 
And lay him to'thy Heart ; the warmeſt Gift 
That Nature or thy Father can beſtow 
Sand. Farewell, thrice happy Lover! never ſhall 
This Wretch again diſturb you. Bellamir a, | 
Oh, Bellamira My [Exit. 
Bella. O farewell, for ever! | 
Borg. Why doſt thou weep, and pour into my Wounds 
New Oil to make em blaze? 
Bella. I've done, my Lord; | ; 
Let me but dry my Eyes, and I will wait you 
To Death, or to your Bed — 
Berg. O ill compard! | 
Be conſtant, Bellamira, to thy Vows, 
So ſhall we ſhine, as in the inmoſt Heav'n, 


The fat and brighteſt Stars with flent Glory 
"_— 7 When 


Sof 
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Where never Storm, nor Lightning's Flaſh, nor Stroaks. 


Of Thunder comes; but if you fail in aught, 
Then ſhall we fall like the caſt Angels down, 


1 Never to riſe again: Therefore I warn the 
Bella. Fear not, my Lord. 
, Berg. Oh, I muſt ear my Temper; 


But I will purge it off with Reſolution, 

And with a Confidence thou wilt be mine. 

For ſhouldit thou not: Hence Gordian Jealouſy ! 
Cam'ſt thou ancall'd to ſet me on the Rack? | 
Be gone, 1 ſay, ſhe's chaſte, and I defy thee. 

O plague me, Heay'n, plague me with all the Woes - 
That Man can ſufferz root up my Poſſeſſions, 
Shipwreck my far-ſought Ballaſt in the Haven; 

Fire all my Cities, burn my Dukedoms down, 

Let Midnight Wolves howl in my deſart Chambers: 
May the Earth yawn ; ſhatter the Frame of Nature; 
Let the rack'd Orbs in Whirlwinds round me move, 

But ſave me from the Rage of jealous Love. [Exeant, 
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Soft Muſick, with am Ezithalamium th» 
Borgia and Bellamira, 


t , * 
. LUSH not reader than the Mornings 
ls . Tho" the Virging gave you warning 
Sigh not at the Chance beft] yes r 


T they ſmile, and dart not tell ye. 


| IT; - 
Mai di, like Turtles, love the Cooing, 
Bill and murmur imtbeir Mooing. 
Thus like you, they tart and tremble, 
And thei traubled Fays difſemble. 11 
e 4 
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| n | 
Graſp the Pleaſure while tis coming. 


D your Beauties now are blooming ;. To d 

Time at laſt your Joys will ſever, ves 

And they Ul part, they'll part for euer. Poor 

Enter Machiavel and Adorna. 

Mach. Say { thou, fo loving? My I 
Adorn. Oh, he has got Ground Your 
Beyond all expectation: Had you ſeen But h. 
His graceful Manner, when the fighing Bride With 
Was laſt Night by your Arms you to his Bed.; Bor 
When after ſhe was laid quite drown'd in Tears, I cam 
How, aw'd with Trembling, he the Curtains drew, Above 
And kneeling by her Bed- ſide, took her fair Hand, And | 
With which ſhe ſtrove to hide her Bluſhes from him, Leſt v 
And ſighing, ſwore upon't. if ſo ſhe pleas'd, Who 
If her cold Heart refus'd him utterly, | Thon 
He would forego his Joys,. tho' Death enſu'd. Ma 
You muſe, my Lord: And p 
Mach. This Day attend my Motion: I gran 
Soon as my P hits, which you muſt watch, I kno' 
P11 train the Bridegroom near Palante's Lodgings ; Mot { 
Whence, as you were before by me inſtructed, A ſubt 
Vou with this Letter (which from all the Pacquets That 
I choſe, and notably ſuits our Deſign Tis tu 
Shall iſſue forth, and act as I inſpir d But if 
Aaorn. | fear this Buſineſs, My L. 
Leſt he ſhould kill me: in this height of Fury, Leave 
Murder his Brother; or his innocent Lady. Thoſe 
Mach. I tell thee, tho' a Whirlwind drove him on, Forces 
Fl make him calm. The Canſequenee of this Will n 
Is thine : he drives Palante from the Palace, Borg 
Who elſe may linger after Bellamira; Mac 
And then thou know'ſt—— £5 Spite o 
Agorn. I Will about it ſtreight. And al 
If I'get clear of this, uſe me no more, Beſtow 
For I have ſworn to ceaſeĩ | Borg 


0h. 


CASAR BORGIA 63 
Mach. Prithee, be gone ba 
Uſe me no more: For ſhe has ſworn to ceaſe, 
ka: [Exit Adorna. 
To dip her Lady Finger in new Miſchief: 
ves thou ſhalt ceaſe to live when I have us'd thee, 
Poor uſeleſs thing But ſee the Bridegroom's here, 


Enter Borgia. 


My Lord, I give you Joy; Your Motion gives it,. 
Your wondrous Gallantry, and ſprightly Action. 
But has ſhe wholly yielded to your Wiſhes, 

Without the leaſt Reſerve ? 

Borg. Oh ! 

I cannot tell thee aught but this, T am happy 

Above Expreſſion, bleſt beyond all Hope ; 

And ſure ſuch perfect Joy cannot laſt long, 

Leſt we be Gods. O thou great Chymiit, Nature,. 

Who draw'ſt one Spirit ſo ſublimely perfect, 

Thou mak'ſt a Dreg of all the World beſide. | 
Mach. Why, this at firſt I told you, but yau fear dʒ 
And puſh'd the Bleſſing from you with both Hands. 

I grant you that ſhe lov'd your Brother firſt ; 

I know he's 89 and handſome, has a Wit 

Moſt ſuitable to Woman's Inclination, 

A ſubtle Genius, ſoft and voluble, 

That winds with their Diſcourſe, and hits the Vein; 

'Tis true, you are not bf this ſubtle Mould z 

But if you have enjoy'd her, tis all one, 

My Life ſhe loves you: So the A's reſolv'd, 

Leave them to manage. O ye know 'em not ; 

Thoſe ſubtle Creatures, when Neceſſity 

Forces Compliance, in a caſe like yours, 

Will make the beſt on't. IS fthou? 
Borg. How Machiavel,the beſt on't! Ha! how mean'& 
Mach. Why thus; ſhe may, ev'n Bellamira may, 

Spite of her Father's Will, her Vows in Marriage, 

And all her After-Oaths, even in your Arms 

beſtow Herſelf upon the Duke of Gandia. 

Borg, Ha! 


| Mach. 
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Mach. I fay not (pardon me!) ſhe does, or will; 
But to make good my former Argument, 
Affirm they may, they can, they will do thus. 

As for Example, the“ your Bellamira, 

Compell'd, as all Rome knows, to this late Marriage, 
Admits you to her Bed; you cannot. think, 

But her Palante had been much more welcome. 
Borg. Heav'n! 

Mach. Tis likely too her Fancy work'd that Way 

| I urg'd before, the took you for Palante: 

Tis dark, ſhe ſees you not; you are his Brother, 
Form'd in one Womb, of the ſame Fleſh and. Blood; 
Therefore ſhe yields as to foreknown Embraces : 

And as you gently draw with trembling Arms 
Her nicer Beauties to your heaving Breaits ; 
She ſhuts her Eyes with languiſhing Delight, 

And whiſpers to her Heart, it is * 29m. 

Barg. Ceaſe, Machiawel; hold; as thou lov'ſt my Lile, 
aw, cer hold: Oh, 'tis moſt true, I ſwear ! 
Thou know'ſt the very Depth of Woman-kind : 
They are what thy Imagination paints 'em, 

Charmers and Sorcereſſes. Oh, Ill tell thee, 
When I the chaſteſt, as I thought her then, 

I am ſure the ſweeteſt of the Earth, embrac'd— 
 *Twas with Complainings, Machiavel; ſuch Tremblings, 
I cou'd have ſworn her cold as Winter Streams. 

But oh the Horrors thou haſt conjur'd up ! 

Soon as ſoft Sleep had ſeald her melting Eyes, 

I heard her ſigh (for till the Morn I wak'd) 

Falante ! Oh——what have we done, Palante 2? 

Mach. By Heav'n, that was too much. 
Borg. O much— much more. 
For ſtealing nearer me; her glowing Arm, | 
Eaft o'er my Chee, thrice preſt me to her Breaſt 3 

Evn that coy Arm, {o nicely ſtrange before, 

Fayuliar grew, and circled in my Neck, 

With all the Freedom of acquainted Love: 

And I too pity d her, and thought that Natur 

Work'd her imperfectly; but now I know, 
F-fnd, I, fee, it was her Heart's Deſign, 15 

: : 1 he 
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The black Contrivance of her blotted Fan: 
Blood, Blood and Death; thus has ſhe ſet me down, 
Thro the whole Courſe of her polluted Nights, 

To be her Bawd, her mot induftrious Groom, 

The Drudge of her damn'd Luſt——Palarte's Stale 
Mach. Are you incens'd indeed? Or do you, Sir, 

Put on the jealous. Fit to make you Sport ? : | 

Fer if ſo ſmall a Spark thus make you glow, 

A little more will blow you into Flame: 

Therefore be ſerious in your Anſwer. 

Borg. Ha! | | 

Thou knowſt before my Marriage kow I fear'd, 

How when my Honour was engag'd by Vows, . 

Like Flax my jealous Tempe: caught the Flame, 

And ſcarce could all her melting Sorrows quench me 
Mach. I do remember well. | . 
Borg. But now I have enjoy d her, mark me, Machia+ 

If I was Flax before, I'm Powder now, (vel 

And will fly up in general Conflagration : 

For I would chuſe to ſcramble at Door, 

Make my loath'd Meals out of the common Baſket 

oy Dungeon dy ns wallow inthe x: $14" 
nd get my Bre oiſoning my firm Limbs; . 

Fer 2 5 Hour Al hes Tom vat 

If but in Thought conſenting with another.. 
Mach. I am glad to find the Genius of your Climate 

Inflames you thus; my Lord, give me your Hand: 

Frepare your Soul, gather your nobler Spirits, 

And bid 'em ſtand to Arms, like Towns beſieg d, 

That muſt receive no Quarter. | 
Borg. Let me go: | \ 

do deep thou threaten'ſt, that I fear ev'n thee ; - 

And from this Moment, like the fearful Plant, 

drink back my Arms from every human Touch: 

But ſpeak, J charge thee, ſlip the ſtruggling Thunder, 

And foil my Soul. 

Mach. This Morning juſt before he enter'd here, 

| faw in haſte Adorna croſs the Garden; 

nd as ſheran, a Note dropt from her Boſom, 

Wich I took up, and in it read theſe Words: 


Maur 
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”. _ Mourn not, my dear Palante, for the time 

| Draw on, when ſpite of this inhuman Borgia 
We will be happy. 

Borg. Ves, the ſtall, the fall; 
Tu join 'em Breaft to Boſom, flab-'em thre', 


And clinch my Dagger on the other fide. 

Mach. This, as I oft perus d in great Amazement, 
I faw her who had miis'd the Note, come 
And briefly let her know that I had read it; 
With Menaces, unleſs ſhe told me all, 
Immediately to carry you the Letters. 
Why ſhould I rack you longer? Your chaſte Wife 
Has with the help of this her Kinſwoman, 
Concluded, on the Date of your firſt 1 
T'admit your Brother. 

Borg. "Tis impoſſible! 
Tis mountainous to Faith; I'll not believe i it: 
For Hell it ſelf ne'er eem'd with ſuch a Falſhood. 


Enter Adorna. 


| Mach. Ha I live, juſt frem 8 now's 
The private Way from his Apartment, ſee 
Their Emiſſary comes. | 
Borg. Oh thou vile Bawd ! 
Fhou Midnight Hag: Thou moſt contagious Blaſt, 
Which Bellamira with. a Strumpet's Breath 
Blows to Palante, and he back to her: 
Whence com'ſt thou? Speak! What bear'ſt thou? Hz, 
Or I will tear thee Limb from Limb. (produce It 
Adorn. O Heav'ns! 
J am betray'd, undone, for ever ruin d; and I ſhall lot 
| my Life. 
Borg. Thou ſhalt be ſafe, I ſwear thou ſhalt,. if thou 
confeſs. the 'Truth : 
But if thou hide aught from me, T will rack thee, 
Till with thy horrid Groans thou _ the Dead. 
Adorn. O my Lord! 
Ido confeſs that Bellamira ſent me: 
But ſure no harm was in. che Letter. 
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Borg. None, : | 
None at all ; Hell knows her Innocence ; 
But ſpeak 5 


Adorn. I bave, my Lord, confeſs'd already 

All that I know, to my Lord Machiavel. | 
Borg. Thou ly'ſt, damn'd Wretch ! look here and 

dare not urge me; 

Show me the Anſwer to the Morning Meſlage, 

Or I will cut thee to Anatomy, 

And ſearch thro? all thy Veins to find it out. 
Adurn. Oh, ſave my Life! behold, my Lord, this 

What it contains, I know not. $ aper: 
Borg. Tis his Hand. | 
Mach. Be gone; and on thy Life no talk of this. 

[Exit Adorna. 
Borg. reads. Palante waits upon your Motion. Death 
008 Devils wy IL 

And when call, comes; or the 

Hall bub bie ever. | hy they 

Daggers! Poiſon! Fire! [Tears the Letter. 

Woe, and ten thouſand Horrors on their Souls ! | 
Mach. What now, my Lord? | 
Borg. Off or I'll ſtab thee thro! ! 

Stab I could mangle, tear up my own Breaſt, 

Drag forth my Heart, that holds her bleeding Image, 

And daſh it in her Face. 5 5 
Mach. Talk no more on't; but do, Sir, do. ' | / 
Borg. Yes, Macbiavel, I will] will do Deeds 

Grain'd as my Wrongs: I will, I will be blcody 

As Pyrrbus, daub'd in Murder at the Altar; 

As Tullia, driving thro' her Father's Bowels 3 

As Cæſar's Butchers in the Capitol; 

As Nero, bathing in his Mother's Womb; 

With all ſucceeding Tyrants down to ours, 

Lords of the Inquiſition, black Contrivers 

Of Princes Deaths, and Heads of Maſſacres; 

Orfino, Vitellizzo, Duke Gravina, 

Oliveretto too; all, all at once. 

Even the whole Race, a Hecatomb to Vengeance. 
Mach, Hear me one Word, 


Horg. 
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Borg. Bid the Sea liſten, when the weeping Merchant, 


To abe its ravenous Jaws, hurls all his Wealth, 
And ſtands himſelf upon the ſplitting Deck; 
For the laſt Plunge. No more! let's ruſh together; 
For Death rides poſt. | 51 

- Mach. Tho Death ſhould meet me, 
More horrid than you name, I'd croſs this Fury, 
wh" _ ungovern'd Rage : 'Sir, you- ſhall hear me, 

org. Barr'it thou my Vengeance? 

Mach. N diane: cs Re: 25 
You ſhall have Proof ſo plain, the World ſhall ſay, 
The Pope himſelf, dear as he loves your Brother, 
Shall fay the Stroke was juſt. This Night I'll bring you 
Into her Chamber, if with ſome Pretence 
You ſeem tabſent yourſelf: My Lord, I'll bring you 
With a falſe Key into the Bridal Lodging; 
where you ſhall ſee, even with thoſe Eyes behold, 
And gaze upon their curſt inceſtuous Loves. 

Borg. Juſt reeking from my Arms: O thou Adult'reſ; ! 
Whoſe Name to mention; ſure would rot my Lungs, 
And bliſter up my Tongue; Inſatiate Sy/la / 

Bark'ſ thou for more ? then let the Furies ſeize thee, 
Whoſe burning Luſt damns to the loweſt Hell, 
Smoaks to the Heav*ns, and ſullies all the Stars. 

Mach. 0 your Looks, ſmooth down that ſtart 
. ing Hair, | ky 

And dry your Eyes, which ſpite of this Diſtraction 
Iſee are full, brim full of guſhing Tears. 

Borg. Had fie not fallen thus, Oh ten thouſand Worlds 
Could not have ballanc'd her, for Heav'n is in her; 
And Joys which I muſt never dream of more. 

I weep, 'tis true: But, Machiawel, I ſ wear, 
They're Tears of Vengeance, Drops of liquid Fire. 
So Marble weeps when Flames ſurround the Quarry, 
And the pil'd ſpout forth ſuch ſcalding Bubbles 
Before the general Blaze: for that ſhe dies, 

Tho' clinging to the Altar; Guardian Gods, 

Tho' ſtarting from their Shrines, ſhall not redeem her. 
Mach. Pretend to-night, nor is it bare Pretence 
For, as I hear, the Siaigallian Victors 5 

| om? 
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Unleſs I curſe em! Poiſon be their Drink. 
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Come on to wait you here: Pretend to her, 

ro Bellamira, you can ſcarce return, | _ 

In forty Hours. 

Forg. I will do what I may. 

Mach. Away then. 

Borg. Ha! Methinks thou doſt not ſhare 
M my Reſentment, Machiavel, as thou ought'ſt: 

If thou'rt my Friend, and art indeed concern'd, 

Relieve my weary'd Fury, beat my Vengeance, 

Call up a friendly Rage, and curſe em, Machiavel, 

Curſe theſe Triumphers o'er thy Borgia's Ruin. 

Mach. Diſcaſes wait 'em: Wherefore ſhall J curſe 
If that my Breath were ſulph'rous as the Lightning, (em? 
That murders with a Blaſt; or like the Vapours, 

The choaking Stench, which thoſe that die of Plagues 

Send with their parting Groans, then I would curſe em 

With Accents that ſhould poiſon from my Tongue, 

Deliver'd ſtrongly thro* my gnaſhing Teeth : 

More harſh, more horrible, and more outrageous, 

Than Envy in her Cave, or Madmen in their Dens. 
Borg. Excellent Machiavel ! more, more, to lull me. 
Mach. My Tongue ſhall ſtam mer in my earneſt Words; 

My Eyes ſhall ſparkle like the beaten Flint. 

Borg. This hoary Hair ſhould ſtart, and ſtand an end, 
And all thy ſhaking Joints ſhould ſeem to curſe em. 

Mach. Nay, fince you urge me, Sir, my Heart will 
| (break, 

Borg. Gall, Gall, and Wormwood, Hemlock! Hem- 

lock quench em. ; 

Mach. Their iweeteſt Shade, a Dale of duſkiſh Adders, 

Borg. Their faireſt Proſpect, Fields of Baſfilifks : 
Their ſofteſt Touch, as ſmart as Vipers Teeth, 

Mach. Their Muſick horrid as the Hiſs of Dragons; 
All the foul Terrors of dark-ſeated Hell. 

Borg. No more; thou art one Piece with. me myſelf; 
And now I take a. Pride in my Revenge, | 

Mach, You bid me ban, and will you bid me ceaſe? 
Now, by your Wrongs that turn my Heart to Steel, 
Well could I curſe away a Winter's Night, 
Tho' ſtanding naked on a Mountain's Top, aud 
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And think it but a Minute ſpent in Sport. 


Brother; 


But the time calls, and Vengeance bids us part; 


Mach. Now it grows ripe; the Or/ins, and Vitell;, 
Are bury'd by my Wit, without a Noiſe. 
Oh, *tis the ſafer Courſe, for Threats are dang'rous, 
But there's no Danger in the Execution; 
For he that's dead, ne'er thinks upon Revenge. 
What, hoa—— 4/onz !. | 


Enter Alonzo. 


 Alonz. Here, my Lord. 


Mach. Are the Gloves brought I ſent to the Perfumer's 


Alonz. They are. tk 
Mach. Where is Adorna ? 
Alonx. She waits without. 
Mach. As you ſee her enter, 
Bring me the Gloves: Twere eaſy ſtrangling her, 
But this is quainter.—O my bright Adorna ! 


Enter Adorna, 


- With Confidence I ſwear the Duke is thine. 
Adorn. May 1 believe it? 
Mach. Be judge thyſelf, whether I have been idle. 
Theſe were a Preſent from the King of Spain 
To the Pope's Niece; of whom the fond young Duke 
Begg' d em for thee. 
Adorn. Is't poſſible? 
Mach. Stay, Madam we muſt change 
One Preſent for another. Lend me the Key 
To Bellamira's Chamber. 
Adorn, For what? 
Mach. Nay, if we barter Words. 
Adorn. Here, here, my Lord. 
Now give me the dear Preſent. - 


Borg. Thou beſt of Friends! come to my Arms ny 


Henceforth, be thou the Mittreſs of my Heart. [Ex 


See, ſee, my Lord, they are emboſs'd with Journ, 
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\nd caſt ſo rich an Odour, they ov'ercome m 
lp me my Lord—=O help me—lend'your Arm 
The Earth turns round with me! O Mercy, Heaven 
| [Dies. 
; Mach. Remove the Body 0 
„ rden haſte and find the Duke of Gandia out, 
5 E'er he removes, as he intends to- night; 
Haring Commiſſion from the Pope to lead 
Th' Italian Armies; earneſtly entreat him 
To honour me by making one latt Viſit, 
Which equally imports him as his Life. 


Enter Borgia and Bellamira. 


Borg. Upon the inſtant, Faireſt, I muſt leave you; 
The Lord of Firmo, with the Duke your Uncle, 

Have taken Sinigallia by ſurprize: 
What elſe, but meeting thy victorious Kinſmen, 
Should draw me from thy Arms? yet thus divided 
But for a Day or two, methinks I part, 
As Souls are ſever'd from their warmer Manſions, 
To wander in the bleak and deſart Air. 
O Beliamira ! 

Bell. Why do you ſigh, my Lord? 
It 'tis your Pleaſure, let me wait you here 
Or if my Preſence can diſpel theſe Clouds 
That make you ſad, I will attend you thither; 
For while Life laſts, I will be all Obedience. 

Berg. Could'ſt thou hold there, how might we laugh 
do kindled bath by Love, and by Ambition, (at Fate? 
How would I ſweep, like Tempeſts, with a waſte | 
Over all Tah, and crown thee Empreſs 
Here in the Heart of Rome my bright Jugu//a, 
but 'tis impoſſible. 

Bell. Then you conclude, my Lord, I am not true. 

Borg, Why, art thou? Is there ſuch a thing in Nature 
As a true Wite? No, Bellamira, no 
Thou wouldſt be monſtrous then, ev'n to Deriſion: 

For the whole Flock of common Wives would hoot thee, 
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And drive thee, like 


. 


a Bird without one Feather 
Of thy own kind. 4 2M 
Bell. Once more upon my Knees, _. 
In view of all the Hierarchy of Heav'n, 
I here atteſt my ſpotleſs Innocence. | 
Borg. Still, Machiavel, till let us keep to Death; 
Our Principle, that we are Duſt when dead: 
For, were there any Hell, or any Devil 
But hot enough to make an Exhalation, 


I do believe thee guiltleſs: Therefore riſe; 
But ſince thou art ſo confidently clear, 
Swear Bellamira, if I prove thee falſe, 
"Whate'er I threat, nay, tho? I put in act 
Thoſe Menaces, thou wilt not call me Tyrant. 
Bell. I ſwear by Heav'n Iwill ſubmit my Life 
To the ſevereſt ſtroke of your Revenge. 
Borg. If then I prove thee falſe, O Bellamira ! 
Not that Celeftial Copy, ev'n thy Face, 
Shall *ſcape ; but I will raze the — oh as if 
It ne' er had been the Pattern of the Gods, 
Bell. Act what you pleaſe; but ſpeak no more, m 
For every Word's a Blot, and ſtrikes me dead. (Loi 
Borg. If thou art falſe, and if I prove thee ſo, 
That Skin of thine, that matchleſs Web of Heav'n, 
Which ſome more curious Angel caſt about thee, 
Will I:tear off, tho' cleaving to the Shrine, 
Bell. Speak to him, Machiavel! O fatal Marriage 
Borg. If thou doſt play me falſe, think not of Mercy 
Thy Father ſhall be burnt before thy Eyes. 
Bell. O horrid Thought! 
Borg. Thy Uncles, Brothers, Siſters, 
All that have any reliſh of thy Blood, | 
Ill rack to Death, and throw their Limbs before the: 
Therefore look to't ; beware, if thou art falſe, 
P'll take thee unprepar'd, and fink thy Soul: 
Therefore, I ſay again, beware! T've warn'd thee; 
Body and Soul, ev'n everlaſting Ruin; 
For ſo may Heav'n have Mercy upon mine 2 
At my laſt Gaſp, as I'll have none on thine— [E*! 
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Bell. Oh 'tis too plain! I am loſt, undone for ever. 
What but one Night, ev'n the firſt Nuptial Night, 
80 ſought, ſo courted, and ſo hardly won; 
And the next Day, nay, the ſucceeding Morn 
To be us'd thus Let me go, let me go, 
For I'll proclaim him thro the Streets of Roe ; 
The Traitor, Monfter—Oh, I could ſhake World 
With thundering forth my Wrengs ; hollow his Name 
To the reſounding Hills! Borgia] Traitor Borgia“ 
her Mſcthinks that Word, that Spell, that horrid Sound, 
That Groan of Air could cleave the neighbouring Rocks, 
And ſcare the babbling Echoes from their Dens. 
Mach. Perhaps ſome buſy Slave has whiſper'd him 
know not, what, that chates his Melancholy | 
Againſt your Honour. | | 
Bell. That's impoſſible! 
ad I deny'd to admit him to my Bed, 
ome ſeeming Cauſe, ſome Realbu for Diſtruſt 
light then be given; but the bright Heav'ns know 
bad reſolv'd to take him for my Lord, 
nd love him too, or force my Inclination, 
o ſubely had he wrought by deep diflembling- 
on my plain and undiſcerning Weakneſs: 
but now he's gorg'd, the Monſter ſhews himſelf, 
irpears all Beaſt, and I muſt die, he cries, 
ll Cruelty ! and all my wretched Race. 
Mach. Madam, you know how near a Friendſhip grows 
avixt the Duke of Gandia and my ſel”: 
er this Night you'll never ſee him more: 
c, Cer he goes, as he to-night is order'd, 
le will unfold, if you permit him leave, 
le only means to ſave aur Father's Life; 
y, and the Lives of all your Family. 
bell. Oh Machiavel! now where is thy Advice? 
lad I not reaſon for my dreadful Fears? 
Father dies; and by whoſe Hand but Porgia's? 
nee; at ſhall [ do? where ſhall I go? and whither ſhall L 
thouſand Horrors | O inſtruct me, Machiavel, (:ui.? 
- WW! grow deſperate. OY 
[Eig. Admit the Duke of Garda, 
Jy Vor. II. H „ai 
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This Night, for one laſt Conference: Your Huſband 
Cannot return, unleſa he ride the Wind, 955 
In forty Hour A 8.5 

Bell. Here I am 1 1 | 
Should he return, and find Palante with me, 
Whom I have ſworn never to ſee, diſcourſe, 
Never to hear of, ſcarce to think of more, 
What Mountains then ſhould hide me from his Fury ? 
Yet if I ſee him not, my poor old Father, 
With all his Children, Brothers, and Relations, 
Top, Root and Branches, all muſt be cut down. 
Hear, Heav'n, hear ! I muſt kneel to thee for Succour; 
O aid my Virtue, and ſupport my Weakneſs : 
Methinks I am infpir'd ; ſome Guardian Spirit 
Whiſpers me, Save, O fave thy Father's Life! 
Bring him then, Machiawel, bring the Duke of Gandia: Ah 
Yet ſtay, methinks I fee the Tyrant there! 
My bloody Huſband, with his Ponyard drawn, 

{ at the Door: Stop, ſtop the Duke of Gandia: 

e ſhall not come: Why, then thy Father dies; 
O horrid State! weep Eyes, and bleed, O Heart! 
Let Nature burſt with theſe unheard-of Suff rings ! 
Forbid him, Machiawel, or let him come; 


All have their Fate, and I'll expect 1 ue 1 
| xeunt jeveraly. 
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Enter Machiavel, and Alonzo, 


Lord, I have been diligent. 
Mach. And always wert my ſub- 
N tle Emiſlary } | 
My Glance of Death, and Lanthorn 
— 9 to my Miſchiefs. 

Als. I met the Duke of Gandia at the Head 
Ofhis new Forces, and acquainted him 
As you directed; and he'll ftrait attend you: 
But as I whiſper'd him, Duke Valentine 
With a vaſt Train came up to take his leave, 
being call'd (as Fame re orts) to Sinipallia : 
But had you ſeen the Embraces, heard the Vows 
Which Borgia ſwore ſhould be inviolable, 
And ratify d' em with a parting Kiſs. 

Mach. Tis my own Borgia; a very Limb of me: 
And when he dies, thou'lt ſee me halt, Alongo. 


Als 07 


* 
a: 
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ral. 


Enter Gandia. 


ily Lord, moſt welcome! 4/onz;—hence—O Prince! 


[Exit Alonzo; 
as ever Slave ſo careful for his Lord, 5 
bat watch'd his Nod, as I have been for you? 
Gard, J muſt with ſhame to Death acknowledge it. 
but didſt thou know, or couldſt thou gueſs how near 
te loſs of Bellamira touches me, 
hou would forgive me. 
Mach. I have excus'd you, Sir: 
nd fora Witneſs of my faſter Friendſhip, 
lis Night have ſent the Duke to Sinigallia, 
at you might take your laſt farewell of Love, 


H 2 And 
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And Bellamira, | 
Gand. And has the cruel Fair conſented to it? 
Mach. She has conſented, rather by Conſtraint, 

Than her own Will; I was forc'd to tell her, 

How yu had ſignify'd to me, her Father 

Was in great hazard; but if ſhe vouchſaf'd 

A Viſit, you would ſatisfy her better. 


Enter Alonzo. 


Gand. Ha! what's this? A ſudden Fall of Spiritz— ] 
 Alonz, My Lord, he's in's Litter muffled up, 1 
In a dark Avenue behind the Palace: 
And bid me fly to tell you Tarquin's Poppies 
Are bound up altogether in one Sheaf. (The time 
Mach. Haſte thee, and make my Antver thus 
Calls for their Heads. This Key, my Lord, admits you—- 
Gand. ”I'is now no time for Thanks; but if I . 
| (Exit, 
Mach. Why, this is true 7ta/ion ! turning thus 
A Key with Mac hiadellian flight of Hand, | 
Two Families of the beſt Southern Blood, 
With the firſt Prince in Rome, are quite extinct: 
What foggy Northern Brain would dream of this ? 


1 ke 


Enter Borgia mufſied in a Chak. 


Bore. My Machianvel! M 
Mach. My Prince, my godlike Borgia! Dea: 
Bore. Tell me, my Boſom-Sin, am I awalce, And 

Alive? and may I credit this thy Summons? 2 Harl 
Mach.No ſooner were you gone, but your chaſte Wit, Oh ; 

Whom I imagin'd dead with what you utter'd ; All | 

I tay, this Wife, this heav'nly Wife of yours, 

Rearing her Head, and wiping her dry Eyes, SCF 


Dropping her Chin, to make her Smile more ſcornful 
Cry'd out, Lord Machiavel, you ſee, you fee, 


What things theſe Huſbands are, and left the Room. Borg 
Borg. Racks, Racks, and Fire! Caldrons of moe Let no 
How jhall 1 torture her? (Lead: Till I; 
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Mach. Streight, by her walking Pacquet, 
She ſignify'd her Pleature to the Duke, 5, 
Who toon approach'd, and wich a matchlefs Buldneſ 
Deſir'd my Friendſhip in this private Buſineſs : 
I ftail'd, and promis'd that I would not ſee, 
'T'ho' I beheld Adorna let him in, 
Whom ſince I poiſon'd, leſt ſhe ſhould betray 
The Secret of your coming. 

Borg. By Death and Vengeance 
I could turn Cannibal, and with my Tecth 
Jear her alive. But let us talk no more. 


| Enter D. Michael. 


What hoa, Don Michael! when I Ramp my Foot 
Againſt the Ground, bring forth the Priſoners, 
Aud execute as J ſha!l order. [Ex. Michael. 
Mach. Pals the back Way, my Lord; this Door is 
If that be ſhut too, force it open, While (lock'd ; 
I ſet a Guard on this: Millions to one, 
But when ſhe hears your Voice, ſhe'll hide the Duke, 
Ard then deny him boldly to your Face: : 
Ii like thoſe ſubtle Creatures. 
Forg. Damn 'em, Serpents ! 
What needs this Aggravation? Revenge! * 
| xit. 
Mach. Now like a Grey-hound barking in the Slips, 
Death ſtruggles for a looſe ; I mult be gone, | 
And lurk in ſhadows till the Murder's done. 
Hark *tis doing, the Doors are thunder'd down! 
Oh; for an Earthquake now to ſwallow all, 
All that oppoſe my Tyrant, to the Center — [ Exit. 


SCENE draws. Borgia, Fellamira, Duke of Can 
dia di/arm'd; D. Michael, Oc. 


Borg. Slave, run you down, and bar the Palace-Gates, 
Let not a Soldier flir on pain of Death, h 
Till I appoint. What's he ou have difarm'd ? h 
Haſte, drag him forth, and put the Tapers near him: 

H 3 ; Lightning 
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Lightning and Thunder! Ha! the Duke of Ganda! 
Rage burn me up! It is not poſſible : 
Woman, O Woman! 
Bell. O Heav'ns! O all ye Powers! 
Is there not one, one Door for Mercy left? 

Borg. Pall off his Robes, and bind him to a Chair; 
Ply him with Fire and Wounds Yes, Bellamira, 
There is a Flood- gate — but it is of Blood; 

A Gate for Mercy wide, as thou haſt own 

For Honour, Chaſtity, and bridal Virtue. 

See here the Sluice I draw, thro' Doors of Wounds; 

Thy Vows, this ſulphurous Stench, thy Kiſſes. | 
Bell. Hold, hold, Tormentors! 
Barg. Seize the Fury's Arms, 

And execute my Orders, - 

Gand. O unmerciful ! 

O Borgia: When, when ſhall my Torments end? 

Bell. Ha! is it doing! Wretches, Villains, Dogs, 
Miſcreants, Sons of Hell, and Broods of Darkneſs ! 

Gand. Humanity can bear no more. My Heart, ſtrike 

Bell. Tis done; O the dark Deed is dene! [there, 
O let me gather all the Rage of Woman, 

And tell this Tyrant to his teeth, he is a Villain. 

Gand. Mercy, gentle Borgia, Mercy! [ Mercy. 

Bell. He gentle! then the Devils themſelves have 


O Monſter, rocky Villain, Tyger, Hell-hound, 


Seize him you Fiends, and Furies damn him, damn him; 
May Hell have infnite Stories, and this Devil 
Be damn'd beneath the bottomleſs Foundation. 
Borg. By Heav'n ſhe weeps : Here, dip her Handker- 
Dip it in his Blood, and bid her dry her Eyes. (chief, 
Bell. O thou eternal Mover of the Heav'ns, 


Where are thy Bolts? 


Gand. I go, O Bellamira! 
Thinkſt thou, alas, that we ſhall know each other 
In the bright World? I fear we ſhall not Oh 
Borgia farewel: Thy Bride is innocent: 
Let Bellamira live, and I forgive thee [Dies. 
Bell. He's gone; to Heav'n he's gone, as ſure as thou 


Shalt ſink to Hell, thou Tyrant, double damn'd 3 
5 2 ay, 


ies. 
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Nay, thou wouldſt have me rage, and I will rage, 
And weep, and rage, and ſhow thee to the World, 
Thou Prieft, Archbiſhop, Cardinal, and Duke, 
Thou that haſt run thro all religious Orders, 
And with a Form of Virtue cloak'd thy Horrors! 
Thou proper Son of that old curſed Serpent, | 
Who daubs the holy Chair with Blood and Murders. 
But ſure the Everlaſting has a Chain 
To bind your Charms, and link you both together: 
Hell's Vicar, and his firſt begotten Devil, 
Hotter than Lucifer in all his Flames. 


Enter Alonzo. 


Borg, What, hoa, Alonzo! ſtrangle the Prifoners,. 
Or/ino ; Vitellizzo: Haſte, I ſay, 
Without reply 

Bell. O ſpare him] ſpare my Father! 
And I'll unfay, forſwear all. I have ſaid: 
Oh, I have play'd the Woman now indeed, 
A lying, fooliſh, vext, outrageons Woman! 
Jo ſet your Wrath againſt the Innocent: 
There was a ſeeming Cauſe for the Duke's Death 
And mine; But, oh ! what has Orſino done? 
Orfino loves you: Oh that good old Man! 
Your Father For ſo a thouſand times 
I've heard you call him, ſeen you kiſs, embrace him! 
Therefore he muſt not, cannot die ! 


Borg. Alonzo! 

Alonx. My Lord! 

Borg. Slave, I'Il ſtrangle thee Strikes him. 
With my own Hands, if thou delay'ſt my Vengeance: 


day, Villain, what, not dead? 
Alonz. My Lord, they are: 
And if I live you ſhall t this Blow [ Hae. 
Borg. Go, draw the Curtain, glut her Eyes with 
And ſtrangle her: My Veins are all on fre, (Death, 
And I could wade up to the Eyes in Blood. 
Draw, draw the Curtain. 


Ha4 Orſin. 
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Ocfin. Vitellez. D>Gravina, Oliveretto, appear aiſguiſed, 


Bell. Gorgon, Meduſa,, Horror!: In 

Yet I will ſhoot thro' Daggers, ruſh thro' Flames An 

_ 'Toclaſphim in my Arms. Owretched Paul, - 
O noble Orſin, what, quite cold? Pale, dead? 

And you, dear Images, will you not give _ 1 

One Gaſp of Breath, one Groan, one laſt Farewel ? 4 p 


Horror! Confuſion! and. eternal Shame 

Light on thee for this Deed: I tell thee, Bargia, 

I ſee thee on thy Death-Bed, all on fire, 

As if ſome helliſh Poiſon had inflam'd thee z 

I fee thee thrown ten Fathom in a Well, 

Yet ſtill come up, like Etna's belching Flames. 

Borg. I hope thou wilt go mad and prophely ! 
Bell. Ves Tyrant, thus, thus to thy Face I brave tkee, 

And tell thee in deſpite of Threats, e'er long 

Thou and thy holy Father ſhall be ſeiz d 

And carry'd to the everlaſting Jail; hy | 

From-whence not all your Spaniſh Cardinals, 

Your Bailiffs in red Liveries, ſhall redeem you 
Barg. Die in thy Prophecy; Alonzo, end her 
Bell. Thus, on my — then — and for Terror te 

Hear my laſi Prayer, and mark my dying Words. (chee, 

Tt I in Thought, in Word, in private Act 

Have yielded up this Body to the Arme 

Of aaght that's mortal, but inhuman Pargia . 

O thou impartial and moſt awful judge! 

Shut, ſhut thy Gates of Bliſs againſt my Soul; 

But it my tartur'd Virtue merits Glory, 

Pardon my Fraiities, ſee with what Joy | 

I leave this Life, and bring me to perfection. 

Ie is ſtranglid 


Boro. What, at her Death ! ſhe that be ev'da Heav n, 


And fear'd a Hell, yet to depart a Lyanz -, « - 
But how know I that ſhe believ's a Heav'n? DOS kk Ln: 
Or why, with hopes that in the Pangs of Death Mo TY 5 


I would reprieve her, might ſne not. deny. _ Wi vir 
Her Whoredom to the laſt ? but that's unnatural 4 
71 1 at 
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What wouldſt thou then? I will no more of this; 
It clouds my Brain; hence, Alonzo bear 
The Duke of Gandia's Body to the iber 
In ſome cloſe Chair, tie at his Neck a Weight, 
And plunge him to the Bottom. 
Abnx. My Lord, ti, done. 

[ Ex. Executioners with the Body. 
Borg. I ſwear I have been cruel to my elf, 

For that I lov'd her, is as true, as ſhe =; 
I paſt the Senſe on't; ſhe is cold already. 


Enter Machiavel. 


Mach. Ha! this is ſtately Miſchief! what, my four Foes: 
Of Florence ! but they are dumb. Ha! gazing there, 
like not that — 

Borg. Her Lips are lovely fill ;. - | 
The Buds, tho' gather'd, keep their. Damaſk Colour; 
Yes, and their Odours too! haſte Machiavel, -: r 
Ruſh to my Aid; I grow in love with Death. 

She ſhall not die ! run Slaves! fetch hither Spirits, 
] will recover her again! 

Mach. Again to plague ?- 

To meet again another Duke of Gandia? : 

Borg. Death on that Thought; no, let her die and rot, 
The damn'd Adult'reſs! periſh the Thoughts of her. 
Ha, tell me, come: I will no more of her. F 
How ſhall the Bodies be diſpos'd ?. I ſent 
My Brother to the Tiber. 1 

Mach. That's a trouble; 

Lil nnd an eaſier way for theſe, and her | 

That fleeps within my Cloſet. Go, Don Micahel,. 

bury em all together in quick Lime; | 

In ſome few hours the Fleſh will be conſam'd;. 

Then burn the Bones, and all.is Duſt and Aſhes. 
Dranw here the Curtains on xm. 

Borg. I ſwear this Body ſhall not be conſum'd ; A 
[il have't embalm'd to laſt a thouſand Years, 

O Machiavel! I ſwear, I know not why, 
bit with a World of Horror on my Soul, 
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| 
| 
| | 


And curſe my ſelf! nay, wiſh 
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With Tremblings here, Convulſions of the Heart; 
As if I heard ſome God thus whiſper to me, 

Thou oughtſt to grieve for Bellamira's Death. 
Mach. My Lord a very fond and fooliſh Fancy. 
Borg. I ſay, my Lord, your Policy is out: 

Furies and Hell ! how ſhould you judge of Love, 

'That never lov'd? Thou haſt no taſte of Love, 

No ſenſe, no reliſh——Why did I truft thee then? 

Had any Softneſs dwelt in that lean Boſom, 

My Bellamira now had been alive: 

Tho' I had cauſe to kill her, thou hadſt none 

'To ſet me on, but Honour, jealous Honour ! 

Oh the laſt Night ! I tell thee, Politician, 

When I run o'er the vaſt A I curſe thee, 

had been found 

Dead in her Arms; but take her, bear her hence! 

And if thou lov'ſt me, drive her from my Memory. 

They remove her, 


Tell me my Brather's Murder is diſcover'd ; 


That the four Ghoſts are up again in Arms: 
Say any thing to make me mad, and loſe 
This Melancholy, which will elſe deftroy me. 
Mach. I hear the Pope has ſent to Sinigallia 
To call yau back. | 
Borg. By Heav'n, I had forgot, ; 
And thou moſt opportunely haſt remembred : 


You know twelve Cardinals were then created, 


That folemn Morn when I receiv'd the Roſe ;- 
And I will tell thee, half thoſe Fools e' er morrow.. 
T hat bought ſo High, ſhall veil their Caps for ever. 

Mach. He m 8 tis but — 2 ſhrug,. 
And then this Love, this Ague Fit is loft. 

Borg. I ſwear— Pl to the Wars, and ne'er return 
To Rome, till I have brav'd this haughty Frenchman. 
That menac'd ſo of late. 

Mach. Why this is Borgia. 

Come, come, you muſt not droop : look up, my Lord; 
Methinks I ſee you crown'd Rome's Emperor. 

No doubt, Sir, but among your glorious Plunder, 
Yau'll find ſome Woman 


Borg: 


Borg. Ha! no more, I e thee. 
I feces I was at eaſe and had forgot her; 
Why didſt thowwake me then, to turn me wild, 
And rouze the ſlumb'ring Orders of my Soul ? 
To my charm'd Ears no more of Woman tell ; 
Name not a Woman, and I ſhall be well. 
Look a poor Lunatick that makes his Moan, . 
And for a time beguiles the Lookers on, 
He reaſons well, his Eyes their Wildneſs loſe, 
And vows the Keepers his wrong'd Senſe abuſe: 
But if you hit the Cauſe that hurts his Brain, N 
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Then his T rol „ he foams, he ſhakes his Chain, 
His Eye-balls and he is mad again. [Zxeunt. 


Enter one E xecutioner with a dark Lanthorn, follow'd 
by another at a diſtance; they part often, . ok. up and 
down, and hem to the reſt. 


1 Exec. The Coaſt is clear, and all the Guards are 

2 Exec. Hark, hark; what Noiſe is that? (gone. 

1 Exec. The Clock ftruck three. 

2 Exec. See the Moon ſhines ;- haſte, and call our 
Hem to em; that's the Sign. | (Fellows. 

1 Exec. They come, they come. | 


ber 


Enter four Executioners more; Two carry the Body _— 
Duke of Gandia in @ Chair; the pa Ara follow, and 
ſcout be ac 


1 Fore: Seaſon kim down; and let em bear their 
F Or 1 am weary (part; 8 
4 Exec. And ſo am I: I feat, but tis with Fear. 
1 Exec. Make no. more Words on't; take him from 
E. . A ghaltly Sight. The Weight about hi Neck 
2. E xee Ight. e Weight a 18 ä 
Has bent him almoſt double: II — him 
3. Exec. Cowardly Villain Come, my Princely . 
The Fiſhes want their Break faſt. = (Maſter, , 
4 Exec. Join all together, . 
And hurl him. Oer this Wall into the Tiber. 


2 Ex; - 
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Tis not my way tolop; for then the Tree 


2 Exec. Fly, fly——T hear. a Noiſe: The Guard, BW Ma. 
the Guards. iz, ls 2844216” J. | Nev 
3 Exec. He lyes, he lyes; the Coinage cf his Fears; Qui 
Once more, I ſay, join all your Hands together. Be fi 
Remember the Reward, two thouſand Crowns - But 
A Man: But, for that Milk-ſfop, I ſuſpect him; For 
Therefore let's watch our time, decoy him on; The 
And when this Buſineſs is a little o er, | Wit! 
Strangle him in ſome Corner, left he prate Wh: 
Of What is done, Now, now's the time, away WT Spur 
A | | 214.4 2823! Here 
[They join all together; take him by the Legs and Arn, M 
ard hurl him over the Wall into the Tiber: A Nai Tha 
is heard, as of a Bod, falling inta the Mater Thi: 
Dey hook about once more, then ſtart, tale uf thi Far 
Chair, and run out Scene ſhuts. ] Met! 
l Lyin 
ee 2 
, 2 71 PE 4 Ty SN 
Enter Borgia and Machiavel. . Tn 
oaks 54 Javk3 7 er tret 
Mach. Tho' Orfino, the Vitelli, and Colonni And. 
Are huſh'd; the Spariard, and the Frexch,, no doult And 
Would buy your Friendſhip at the deareſt rate. My 1 
Nay more; I yield you Lord of Tuſcany, Swol: 
And Maſter of ſuch. Forces as might march - All b 
Againſt the haughtieſt Power of Chriſtendom. Bo 
But Prince, forgive me, if I am too free, 
Do you remember whence this Glory comes, Grof 
And how this golden Fortune is deriv/d ?. _* vtrea 
The Pope—from that rich Source theſe Currents roll; Mc 
And when another Pope ſucceeds, who knows A jad 
But he may ſtrip yau bare of all thoſe Honours With 
Which this has given, and turn you to the World!? Yet, 
Borg. No; Machiavel, J am prepar'd for Fate, Bewa 
Tho! Alexander ſhould expire to-night. - | Hide: 
Firſt, who is left of all the Families Be; 
J have defac'd, if a new Pope were made, As he 
To ſay Iwrong'd 'em; none that I remember: * 
ic 


May 
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roll; 


May 


CESAR BORGTA. 


| May ſprout again; but root him, and he lies 


Never to bluſter more. But I will tell thee, 


Quite to unhinge that Hold, no Pope ſhall e' er k 


Be fix'd in Rome, while Bargza is alive, FP 
But by this Hand. The Gentry are all mine 
For ever, gain'd by Preſents Preferments: 
The Spaniſh Cardinals are mine devoted, 
With all that are conſpicuous in the College. 
What then can Fortune do? ] laugh at her; 
Spurn all thoſe Shrines and Altars, which weak Wretches,. 
Heroes and Fools, deveatly raiſe to gain her. 
Mach. Yet hear me, Borgia, hear, the oddeſt Story 
That ever Melanchely told the World : | 
This Morning, being early in the Vatican, 
Far in the Library at the upper end, 
Methought. I ſaw two ſtately, Human Forms, 
Lying at diſtance, wrapt in Linen Shrouds. 
Approaching nearer with a ſtedfaſt Gaze, 
As now I look upon the Prince I honour, 
I faw the Figure of the Pope your Father 
Stretch'd on the Floor, pale, ghaſtly, cold and dead; 
And. by his fide, with Horror upon Horror, 
And double Tremblings, ſaw, my Lord, your ſelf, - 
My very Cæſar, like a new-laid Ghoſt, | 
Swoln, black, and bloated, while your inclos'd Eyes, 
All blaod-ſhot, fix'd on mine their dreadful Beams. 
Borg. Fumes, Fumes, my Machiavel, the EitcQs of 
Phlegm; | | 52 
Gros Humours, Fumes, which from thy thicker Blood 
Stream up like Vapours from a foggy Pool. 
Mach. I am apt to think it but a leap of Fancy, 
A jading of the Mind, which, quite tired out 
With Thought's eternal Foil, ſuikes from the Road: 
Vet, as you prize your Life, let me conjure you, 
Beware 4/canio; his long red Coat 
Hides a moſt mortal and inveterate Foe. 
Berg. I know him, Machiavel, and ſooth him on, 
As he would me. But. Borgia does aſſure thee, 
That he, that ſcarlet poiſonous Luxury, 
Wich his adherent Brothers, ſhall this Night, 
| Even 
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Even in the midſt of Kiſſes, Oaths, Embraces, 


Burſt in the Vatican, and ſhed their Venom. ; 


Mach. Your Father is a Maſter of his Breaſt, 
The occaſion gives new Life, freſh Vigour to him; 
Even at the very Verge of bottomleſs Death, 

He ftands and {miles as careleſs and undaunted, 

As wanton Swimmers on a River's Brink 

Laugh at the * Stream. 

Borg. Therefore, my Friend, 

Let us deſpiſe this Torrent of the World, 

Fortune, I mean, and dam her up with Fences, 
Banks, Bulwarks, all the Fortreſſes, which Virtue, 
Reſolv'd and mann'd like ours, can raiſe againſt her; 
That if ſhe does o'erflow, fhe may at leaſt 

Bring but half Ruin to our great Deſigns: | 
That being at laſt aſham'd of her own Weakneſs, 
Like a low-bated Fleod, ſhe may retire 


To her own Bounds, and we with Pride o'erlook her. 


Enter Don Michael and the Butler. 


D. Mich. My Lord, your Servant waits as you ap- 
Borg. Are my Proviſions come ? (pointed, 
Zutl. They are, my Lord. 
Borg. Do you remember what I gave in charge? 
Butl. That none ſhould touch the gilded Flaſk of Wine. 
Borg. I charge thee none, but ſuch as I ſhall order. 
Dan Michael, is my Father yet arriv'd ? 
D. Mich. He is, my Lord, and gone. 
. Say'ft thau ?: CER (Heat, 
D. Mich. When firſt he enter'd, quite o'ercome with 
Thirſting, and faint with the hot Seaſon's Rage, 
He call'd for Wine, and tho” diſſuaded from it, 
Drank largely, mingled with the Cardinals, | 
And walk'd, and laugh'd, play'd with Columbus Boys, 
Heard their rude Muſick, and beheld *em dance: 
When on a ſudden Farting up, he aſk'd 
For you, my Lord; bow'd, as his Cuſtom is, 
With deep Humility to all, deſir dem | 


To 
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To fit, and ſo went out but with a Promiſe 
Of a moſt quick Return 


SCENE draws and diſcovers a Chair of State under a | 
ofy, a large Table, with a rich Banquet, and. | 
many Candles. on t. | 5 


Enter Aſcanio, Adrian, Enna, Ange, two C ardinals more. 


Aſcan. My Lord, the Vatican Society, | 
Who were oblig'd to ſacrifice this Night, | 
As every looſer Genius ſhould inſpire, 

To Air, and Wine, and warmer Converſation, 
Grow dull for want of yau : His Holineſs 
Himſelf's retir d Therefore let us intreat you - 

Borg. O my good Lord Ascanio, I am born 
To be at your command my Lords, I wait you. 
Sirrah, remember him I charge thee fill 
Of the gilt Flaſk to him 

Butl. My Lord. — I] ſhall. a 
This Wine is ſare the richeſt of the World, 

Becauſe he charges me ſo ſtrictly of it; 
That Cardinal's a Friend, and he muſt taſte it. 

Aſcan. Lord Machiavel, you have been charitable, 1 

thank your Love; | 
Nay, with my Life I thank you | 
. - 7 bee. wiſh you would explain your: 
elf. . 

Aſean. It needs not, Sir, for this the meaneſt know, 
The Rabble, baſe Mechanicks talk of Murders : | 
Law a ſweating Weaver in his Shirt, | 
Ran puffing with his Shuttle in his Hand, 

To aſk a neighbour Butcher of the News, 

Who with his Knife in's Mouth abruptly tells 

Orfino's Death; yes, and his Daughter's too. 

Then comes a Taylor with his Hair tuck'd back 

dehind his Ears, on tiptoes, in his Slippers, 

— a in haſte, = Duke of 82 s murder'd: 
en ſpits upon his Iron, caſts up his Eyes, 

Tal thro? the Company, as 'twere a Needle, 


— — — 
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And vaniſhes ; no more, my Lord, I thank you, 112 
Nay, by my Life, but for the Company, . = 
I'd kiſs the bottom of your Robe; your Lordſhip's exe; Dogs 
Your Highneſs' Servant: My Lord, let's drink a calthty N » 
His Holinefs——But in my heart, I ſay the Devil take Ko 


him. a 15 
Borg. Lord Machiavel, you are my Gueſt to- night: 4a 
Were the Society made up of Gods, 2 
As ſure it is of Saints, Spirits above Ia, 1 
The common Elevation; yet this Man, Liket 
I fay, my Lords, this Human Prodigy, N Obra 
Would not be ſet to wait, but fix d among em, MY 
To dazzle with the brighteſt Being here. July 
Wine there !——-My Lord Aſcanis Sſor xa. * 
Health to all here, and to the general Joy— [Dr Sui 
Han. Fine Work, my Lords, fine Work, I fax, 
The Duke of Gandia's murder'd. (look to i, 
Adrian, Tis the common Rumour. 
Enn. The Pope this Morning in the Confiſtory 
When frit he heard the News, leap'd from his T'hroue, if » , 
Croſſing his Breait ; and looking up to Heav'n, Thich, 
He vow'd hereafter moſt ſevere Amendment, Yr 
As from this time to faſt for forty hours, Bag 
And all his Life wear next his humble Fl bl 
A Shirt of Hair. : = 5 ſy Lo 
Aſean. A Skirt of Hair, bating Lucrecian Nights. int !. 
She'll not endure't it; look you, ber Skin's too tender: ud pr 
A Shirt of Hair, a very prickling Penance, D. J. 
Now, by my holy Dame, mere Letchery : wry 
Don't I know him? Slave, more Wine, I ſay; bs all or 
Fill up my Glas; Come, come, my Lords, tis time en 
To look about us and reform the Church [Dinh boy. 
Prune it, I ſay; or elſe like Babyhn, - 1 Hes 
Like Babel's W hore, will run up all to Seed. ns 
Hark you, Lord Ange. 4724, 17008 D. M1 
Ang. My Lord. | 1 
Aan. My Lord of Exna too; we four are dar. 
As one Soul: This Pope's a very leud luwer x 
And wicked Head: — he's never well, but Butl. ? 


When he's plotting Murders, Why, look you, S 
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If a Man cannot ſpeak his Mind of 

State Affairs but he muſt ſtrait be 

Dogg d by Hellhounds, Bloodſuckers, Decoyers, 

Raicals, that watch to throttle him in ſome 

B- corner, then quoit him like a Cat into 

The River, tis very fine: Now, by my holy Dame, 

t may be our turn next — by the Maſs it may; 

ay, my Lord, it may — [The Indian Boys dance. 

Ha, my Lords, how do you 

Like tae motion? Very pretty, very fine. 

O brave Columbus ! More Wine there; a bigger 

zlaſs: I'll drink Columbus' Health Now, by my 

loly Dame, I am frolickſome, and will be active. 

la, my Lords, ha, I learnt at Paris, when I was 
Seriplings: yet thele are pretty Children, very fine 

OY's. | 


. Enter D. Michael. 
D. Mich. My Lord, I grieve to bring you mortal News, 


Vhich, were I ſilent, yet in ſome few Minutes 


Muſt wonnd your Ears; your Father's dead. 


Barg. Hence, Raven, | | 
hou Boder of the blackeſt Deed of Death 
ly Lords, this Villain fays the Pope is dead; 
Vent he not hence but now, ſound, firm, and healthfub 
und promis'd. to return? RT = Re 
D. Mich. My Lord, he did: 
but 'tis moſt certain, e'er he went from hence, 
5 all our beſt Phyſicians give cn Oath, 
e was by ſome pernicious Traitor poiſon'd. 
Jorg. O Machiavel, where is our Forecaſt now? 
ly Heart miſgives me, and my Boſom's hot. 
'ho W ? who gave my Father Wine? 
D. Mich. Vqur Servant: For when firſt your Father 
lis own Proviſions were not come. (enter'd, 
Ferg. O Confuſion ! * 
wer me, Villain! ha! filld you his Wine? 
butl. My Lord, I did. | | 
Borg, 
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Borg. What, from the gilded Flaſk? Why doſt thy 


| tremble?- | hat t. 
Horror conſume thee, gnaw thee, burn thy Entrail, his P 
| Wilt thou not ſpeak ? | By thee 
Butl. My Lord, by your ſtrict Charge, Of ſcril 
That none ſhould taſte theſeFlaſks but whom you order (Wl 4{a 
I judg'd the Wine moſt excellent, and gave They | 
Part of it to your Father: And C 
Borg. O d Dolt! Mac 
Curſt, ſenſeleſs Dog! now, Machiawel, where are w of vio! 
Ha ! by the Furies that invade my Breaſt, Borg 
And crumble all my Bowels into duſt, Toone 
I am caught my ſelf! Speak, tell me, horrid Villa, WW Wome! 
Or will have thee dragg'd in thouſand Pieces, For me 
Torn by mad Horſes like the Fleſh of Dogs: Death 
Thou gav'ſt me Wine too from the gilded Flaſk 1 Because 
Traitor! | £ 
Come, double damn thy ſelf, and ſwear thou didſt dt Enter 
Butl. My Lord I muſt confeſs I gave the {ane 
To you, that was directed for your Friend, 
My Lord Ascanio. > | Mac 
Borg. Take thy Reward then, which the Devil though This! 
Into my Breaſt, thus gives thee back again! (pour L deer 
O Machiavel, O do not look upon me: Aſca 
I am below thy Scorn, thus vilely caught, And bi 
O baſely, baſely ſold by my own Wile. (Devil Mac 
Hſean. Oh, oh, oh—I have my ſhare on't too, te My Le 
Thank you—Fire, Fire, Fire! oh my Guts—Brimitor it Mang] 
And Fire haſte there fly for Antidot . Borg 
Borg. None, none on Earth, Tis al 
I tell thee, Prieſt, can fave thy rotten Carcaſe; Yet th 
No Cardinal, lie down, lie down, and roar, Come 
Think on thy ſcarlet Sins, and fear Damnation. dera 
Aſca. Legions of Furies here, Hell is e looſe, I And c: 
And all the Devils are quarter'd in my Bowels. But am 
Run Slave! and for a laſt Revenge, produce Bon 
His mangled Baſtard that's ſome Pleaſure yet. But oh 
Borg. O Machiavel,. thy Hand, I am all F lames; Ser a 
Yet thou ſhalt hear no Noiſe ; fit down, my Friend, Will y 


Upon the Earth — for there's my Manſion now, Dat 
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Nut, and no more——and yet methinks 'twas hard 
hat this elaborate Scheme of mighty Man, 
This Parchment, where the Lines of Roman Greatneſs 
thee ſo well were drawn, ſhould by the Hand 
Of ſcribbling Chance be blotted thus for ever. 
Aſcan. I burn, I burn, Iroaſt, I roaſt, and my Guts fry, 
They blaze, they ſnap, they bounce like Squibs 
And Crackers: I am all Fire | 
Mach. 1s't poſſible that you can bear the Pangs 
Of violent Poiſon, thus unmov'd? 
Borg. "Tis little | 
To one reſolv'd: No, let the Coward Stateſman, 
Women, and Prieſts, whine at the Thoughts of Death; 
For me, whoſe Mind was ever fierce and active, 


Death is unwelcome, only for this Reaſon, 
Becauſe tis an eternal Lazineſs 


Enter Alonzo, leading in Seraphino, with his Eyes 
out, and Face cut. 


Mach. T muſt confeſs, my Mind, by what I ſaw 
This Morning, and by what has happen'd fince, 
Is deeply ſhock'd, even from her own Foundation. 

Aan. Bear the blind Baſtard to his Father, go, 
And bid him laugh — oh! 

Mach. Horror ! new Horror ! 
My Lord, your Son, by that moſt bloody Cardinal, 
Mangled and blind. 

Borg. Why doſt thou wonder at it? 
Tis all the work of Chance, and Trick of Fortune: 
Yet this methinks is horrible indeed. 
Come hither,” By 

Serap. Alas, I hear your Voice, 
le, And cannot find the Way; 

But am like one benighted in a Wood. 
Borg. A Wood indeed ; | 
But oh the Brambles there have us d thee vilely. 
es; . Scrap. O Father, you are arm'd, and have a Sword 3 
nd, Vill you not, for your Seraphino's ſake, a 
ut 
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Cut down thoſe Thorns that prick'd out both my Eo dare. 
I know you will; for you were always kind hs 425" 
And tender of me: Oit-times have you held me hat ſcour 
Faft in your Arms, and ſmil'd, and play'd with me; _ 
o' you're a Prince, a very buſy Prince, WC 
And call'd me little Eyes, little indeed, r[ will t 
For now they're out, and all my Face is cut: ou, Ange 
* they have ſtarv'd me too. _ 
. Death and Horror ! ou Card 
Serap. Why do you preſs me thus between your An 
As if you lov'd me ſtill? I am ſure you cannot. 
Pray let me hide my Face within your Boſum; 
For if you look upon me I ſhall fright you. 
O] I've a Pain here juſt about my Heart; 1 
Wen you, my Lord, a long time after me oy Nat 
Shall die, will you not lay my little Bones cet 
By yours; alas, my Pain increales— Oh D 
Borg. Revenge thee, Boy; I aſk but that from a. 
And ſee 'tis given me: Thro' a thouſand Wound, 5 
Thus, horrid Prieſt! purge out thy lultful Blood, Mfider, 


* n fire 5 

And vomit thy black Soul Le Ae thei 
Alan. Oh Devil! Devil! Devil!—— LHA Je 
Borg. No, Machiavel, tis now fit time to rave; Ne. 
For Iam now enrag'd to that Degree, [9 furan 
That I will live even in deſpite of Fortune, ** 
Stars, Fates, and all the juggles of a Heay'n. bel an 
Hence, bear me, Slaves, and plunge me into Tiber, ney Ve 
Deep as I ſunk the Duke of Sarda down, find lool 
Till J have quench'd this Hell within my Bowels; (walk li. 
Then flay me an Ox-hide, and ſwaddle me, In black 
Like Hercules in the Nemean Skin, _ ang 
Till all my poiſon'd Fleſh like Bark peels off, Er 
And my bare Trunk ſtands every bruſhing Wind. Caps, F 
Enna. 9 are our Guards? My Lords, I re ton 

it fit | IEG 

That Machiazel and Borgia ſhonld be ſeiz d. Indulge: 
Borg. Seize me | what ſaucy Prieſt durſt ſtart that M 


Am I not Tyrant here? The Lord of Rome? (ti 
Do 


hat trace 
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» not France dread my Frown ? and Spain adore me? 
ho dares then talk of ſeizing me? What, he? 
Ex his wag-tail Prieft, with the black picked Beard, 
lat ſcours the Country round for freckled Wenches ? 
was it you, my Lord of Enna? ha, 7 
ac; th, where's my Majeſty? Or veil your Caps, 
will trample you beneath my Feet. 
ou, Ange! that could proflitute your Siſter 
ogain a Hat? Lie there Lord of St. Peter : 
ou Cardinal ad Vincula, you pack of Hell-hounds, | 
hat trace me by the Blood; on, on, I ſay, 
n to the brink of Hell: Thence plunge together, 
here, on his Throne, bebold the Maſter Peril 
ith a great Pair of glowing Horns red-hot 
o gore you for your Lives Incontinence, 
ou Raviſhers, you Virgin Pioneers, 
o Cackold-makers of the forked World. 
[D; Arge. Where are our Guards? 
* Barg. Hark, I hear em — 
4, rss Doom's-day ? ha y Hell it is: 

\od ſee, the Heav'ns, and Earth, and Air are all 
ao)» fire; the very Seas, like molten Glaſs, | 
oll their bright Waves, and from the ſmoaky Deep 

[Di aft up the glaring dead: The Trumpet ſounds, 
— \nd the ſwift Angels ſkim about the Globe 
ro ſummon all Mankind. Rome, Rome is call'd, 
Vork, work for Hell. Oh, Satan! - Bee/zebub, 
lal and Baal. Whence this 'Thunder-clap ? 
| ley've blown us up with Wildfire in the Air; 
and look how the bald Fryars in ruſſet Gowns 
„ WMCroak like old Vultures, how the flutt'ring Jeſuits, 
8 In black and white, chatter about the Heav'ns; 
Capuchins, Monks, with the whole T ribe of Knaves : 
Then let me burſt my Spleen. Look how the Taſſels, 
Caps, Hats, and Cardinals Coats, and Cowls, and 
Hoods Ee | 
Aretoſt about——the Sport, the Sport of Winds 
Indulgences, Diſpenſes, Pardons, Bulls, ſee yonder, 
| Prieſt, 


dz CASAR BORGLI4. C4 
Prieſt, they fly——they're whirkd aloft: They fy, I Cab 
They fly o'er the Backſide of th' World, ere relc 
Into a Limbo large, and broad, ſince call'd the Paradis No Fo 
Of Fools. _ hoſe ] 
Enna. Tis juſt we give him way; this Fit of 
Has waſted him to Death, ſee he breathes ſhort: 
The Taper's ſpent, and this is his laſt Blaze. 
Borg. Ha! breathe I ſhort? Prelate thou ly'ſt: My Pult 
Beats with a conſtant Fire, and ſprightly Motion; 
The Strings of my tough Heart as ſtrong as ever: 
No I will live; in ſpite of Fate Þ ll live 
To be the Scourge of Rome: Þll live to act 
New Miſchiefs, and create new wicked Popes, 
To ponyard Heretick Princes, that refuſe 
To lay their Necks beneath the holy Slipper ; 
Murder ſuccefſively two Kings of France; 
Britain attempt, tho' her moſt watchful Angel 
Saves the lov'd Monarch of that happy Iſle, 
And turns upon ourlelves the plotted Wound, 
That finks me to the Earth; yet ſtill we'll on, 
And hatch new Deeds of Darkneſs : O Hell and Furies 
Why ſhould we not, ſince the great Head himſelf 
Will back my Plots, join me in Blood and Horror, 
And after give me Bond for my Salvation ? 
I ſwear I will— ' Il have it—nay, Sir, you ſhall- 
Or will thunder to your Holineſs : 
But hark, he whiſpers, What, a little Gold 
With all my Heart; thus Devils buy Souls for traſh- 
I'Il fee your itching Palm for Abſolution, 
Gold for my Pardon, hey——'tis ſeal'd and given; 
And for a Ducat thus I purchaſe Heav'n=— [ia 
Mach. The mighty Soul there forc'd her furjousPaſlage, 
And plunges now in deep Eternit — 
I fee, my Lords, you have reſolv'd to guard me, 
And I ſubmit to ſtrict Examination; 
By you to be acquitted or condemn'd. 
et this I muſt avow before you all, | 
Tho! you ſhould caſt me to the Inquiſition, 
Skill'd as I am in all Affairs of Earth, 


Known both to Popes and Kings, and often * 
| WI 


E 


CESAR BORGIA. 


ch Cabinet Councils of Imperial Heads; 
ere reſolve on this, as my laſt Judgment; 
No Power is ſafe, nor no Religion good, 


hoſe Principles 'of Growth are laid in Blood. 
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PROLOGUE 
Spoken by Mr. Goodman. 


H AT think ye meant wiſe Providence, auben firſt 
Poets were made? I'd tell you, if I durſt; 
That 'tavas in contradiction go Head ns Word, 

That when its Spirit der the Waters ſtir d, 

When it ſaau All, and ſaid that All was good, 

The Creature Poet was not underfiood. 


Fir, were it auorth the Pains of fix long Days, { 


To mould Retailers of dull third-day Plays, 

That flarwe out threeſcore Years in hopes of Bays ? 

Tis plain they ne er ewere of the jirft Creation, 

But came of mere equivcal Generation: 

Like Rats in Ships, without Coition bred, 

As hated too at they are, and unfed. 

Nature their Species ſure miſt needs diſown, 

Scarce k2oxwing Poets, leſs by Potts known. 

It this poor Thing, fo ſcorn d, and ſet at nought;. 

le all pretend to, and would fain be thought. 

Diſabled waſting Whore-Maſters are not 

Prouder to own the Brots they never got, 

Than fumbling, itching Rhymers of the Town, 

I adopt ſome baſe-born Song that's not their owns. 

Vite of his State, my Lord ſometimes deſcends, . 

lo pleaſe the Importunity of Friends. | 

The dulleft He * moſt for Buſineſs fit, : 
; | 


Tevill venture his _—_— ace, to aim at Witz: 
Fs 


ind th he finks «with his Employs of State, , 

lil common Senſe forſake him, he'll tranſlate. 
the Poet and the Whore alike complains ; 
Of trading Quality, that ſpoils their Gains; 1 


lbe Lords will write, and Ladies will have Swains. Y. 
1. 3 Ther 7 ores 


6 PR OL Oo U E. 


Therefore, all you who have Male- ue born, Ine 
Under the ſtarwing Sign of Capricorn ; Som 
Prevent the Malice of their Stars in time, Men 
And warn them early from the Sin of Rh\me: _ But 
Tell "em how Spenſer ft ary) d, | how Cowl ey mourn d, Fr t 
How Butler's Faith and Service was return'd; but, 
* And if ſuch Warning they refuſe to tale, Þefia 
Tyo1is laft Experiment, O Parents! make: (1th 
Witt, Ha'ids behind them ſee th Offender tj d, Such 
The Pariſh Whip, and Beadle by his Side; Ihey 
Then lead him to ſome Stall that does expoſe _ 
at le, 


The Authors he loves moſt, there rus his Noſe ; 
Tull like a Spaniel laſt'd, to know Command, As ma 
He by the due Correction anderſtand, Breed 
To keep his Brains clean, and not foul the Land: Thus 6 
Till he arainſt his Nature harn to ftri ve, And t 
And get the Knack of Dullueſi hoxv to thrive. Joey { 
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EPILOGUE 
Spoken by Mrs. Cook. 


And nc 
Why t/ 
1h ori 
Jet in 
He Ine: 

| 7 F . Kind b 
= () "TR Here's happy in the Plays Conclufion: N 

3 | The holy Pogue at loft has met Confufton. One p- 

* 7% Aiu all along affeer'd a Saint, " Rees 

Te left Ad teu d him a true Proteſtant. Ul 

E uſebius (/r you know I read Greek Authors) AY.” 

K'eports, that after all theſe Plots and Slaughters, 

The Court of Conſtantine was full of Glory, 

And every Trimmer turn'd addreſſing Tory; 

They follow'd him in Herds as they were mad: 

When Clauſe was King, then all the World was glad. 

Whigs kept the Places they poſſeſt before, 
And moſt avere in a way of getting more; 
mich was as much as ſaying, Gentlemen, 
Here's Power and Money to be Rogues again. 


1 alli 


a, 


EPILOGUE. 7 
Tadeed there were a fort of ſpeaking Tools, 
Same call them modeſt, but I call em Fools; *k 
Men mach more loyal, tho not half ſo lud; 
But tbeſe poor Devils were caſt behind the Croud. 
For bold Knawves thrive without one Grain of Senſe, 
But good Men flarwe for want of Impudence. 
Beſides all theſe, there are a fort of Wights, 
(I think my Author calls them Teckelites ;) 
duch hearty Rogues againſt the King and-Lanws, 
They favour'd ev'n a foreign Rebel's Cauſe. 
leu their own damn d Deſign was quaſh d and av d, 
At leaſt they gave it their good Word abroad. 
As many a Man, who, for à quiet Life, 
Breeds out his Baſtard, not to noiſe his IL Ife. 
Thus ver their darling Plot theſe Trimmers cry; c | 


Aid thy” they cannot keep it in their Eye, 

They bindit Prentice to Count Teckely. 

They b:liecve not the 75 Plot, may I be curſt, 

if believe they e er believ'd the firſt. 

No wonder their own Plot, na Plot they think ; 

The Man that makes it, never ſmells the Stink, 

And now it comes into thy Head, Dl tell i 

May theſe damn d Trimmers lo the Turks fo well : 
7% original Trimmer, tho' a Friend to no Man, 

Jet in his Heart ador'd a pretty Woman : 

He knew that Mahomet laid up for ever 

Kind black-ey'd Rogues, for every true Believer: © 13 
And, which was more than mortal Man &er taſted: 
One Pleaſure that for threeſcore Tauelwe- months laſted; 
To turn for this, may ſurely be forgiven ; 

Hod not be circamcis'd for ſuch a Heaw'n ? 


— — 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Onſtantine, N | Mr. Smith, 


Dalmatius, | : Mr. Grifin, 2 
Criſpus, Mr. Bettertm, C 
Annibal, - Nr. Goodman, 
Lycinias, Mr. Vilgbin. ____ 
Arius, Mr. Gilh, 
Labienus, ATI. Mr. Perin, 
Eubulus, — Mr. Saunders, 
Silveſter, IEF Mr, Bownan, Conſt 
28 : ſtar 
WOMEN. T 
| Fauſia, Mrs. Barry. 
| | Serena, - Mrs. Co. 
| 


Angels, Prieſts, Guards, and AttenCants, 


irt. 


ConsTANTINE the Great. 
ACT I. SCENE I. 


Conſtantine Neping in a Pavilion, Silveſter 
ſtanding at diſtance, two Angels deſcend with- 


Banners in their Hands. 
This Motto, In hoc figno wince, writ in Gold. 
1 Angel ſings. 


' Wake: O Conſtantine! awake; 
O, in thy Sleep the Proſpect take >. 
Here in this hallow'd greaming Gold, 
The Proſbect of thy Life behold : 
This Emblem of a bleeding Love, 
Shall both thy Croſs and Triumph prove. 
For, alas! tis decreed by i Heaw'nly Doom, 
To piarge thy paſt Crimes, there's a Torment to come. 
: Ang. Yet, after the Storm, believe in me, 
No more di ſturb' d thy Thoughts ſtall be, 
But all ſerene & a Ereathlef Sea. 
Chor. And till thy Handmaid Victory, ; 
 Where-eer thou g0'ft, ſhall wait-on thee; 
And all ſhall end in Harmony. 
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10 - Conſtantine the Great. | * 


» Ano. {| . Aqwake and ponder the Celeflial Song; 8. 
* "5; hy 40d Comverferk is delay d . 22 2 7 C 
Arwake ; remember the C. eleſtial Doom, Hop 
That threatned Torments, and a Croſs to come. Earl 

ES after all the Menaces of Fate, Yet 
Be wwaſhd: and Calms fhall on thoſe Tempeſt Whe 
For ue Repentance never comes too late. (wait: 1 {vw 
58:02 [Angels aſcend, fy 
Conſtantine awake. 2 | 

Conſt. = TAY! I adjure you, by the Holy A — 
e Name | 5 

WY That bows your airy Heads, 1 att 

W charge you ſtay. 97 

They're gone; thoſe: beautecu; ay 

Legates of the Skies ; 05 

And left me puzling here to die in doubt: | Why 
Unleſs Silver guide me with a Clew, 97 
Thre' the dark Mazes of this folding Dream. 0 
Sifv. To purge your paſt Crimes there's a Torment f 
Ay, there the Torment too repeated thrice! (to come. per! 
Conf. But ſay, what Torment? Is ts A 
Silv. A dangerous Torment, govern'd by ill Stars; 977 
Which, were 1 Emperor, ſhould be ſoon prevented. AH, 
Conſt. By Heav'n it ſhall by me. 05 
Silu. You muſt not ſwear, She 
Leſt you ſhould be forſworn. And 
Conſt. If Heav'n require W 977 
My Life as an Atonement for my Sins, Gay t 
Lead to the Altar, Saint, and I will bleed. 05 
Sv., I dare believe you would : but this is more. 977 
Cont. More than my Life? Why, then ' tis Reputa- 05 
But I have learnt in Chriſtian Schools to lay (tion. 957 
My Honour down, and own my ſelf a Worm; Of al 
To wath the Piigrims Feet, to bid the Saints ; Co, 
Tread on thi: Earth, this Traſh, this Heap of Sin. 977 
Siu. But there's a Boſom Foe to conquer yet, gain 


And there's my Fear. | WII 
Conſt. Your fear, my Saint, after what I have * | 
x j* | | 1 


ent 


ta- 
O08. 
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Conſtantine he Great, 13 
* My Fear, my Emperor, tho you had worn. 
Confi. Had I a Race of Sons like Criſpus dear, 
Hope of my Vows, my Soldier and my Love, 
Early renown'd and pi * from the Womb; 
Yet were my Bowels Foes to that Religion, 
Whoſe Infant Growth I water'd with my Blood, 
I {wear by Heav'n, they ſhould be mine no more. 
Sv. Your Son's the Angels Care, and when he dies, 
The foremoſt of the Quire Kall meet him with a Crown. 
But have you not a Wife? 
Conſt. You know I had | 
A dear one, and by much my better Part. 0 
Silv. But have you not another ? 
Conſt. When ſhe dy'd, 
All Beauty fled with her. 
Silky. This Beauty lives: | 
Can. you deny a Truth: 
Conft. Silveſter, why, 
Why doſt thou r me thus, to my Confuſion? 
Silv. Becauſe this Beauty, Sir, may bring Confuſions. 
' Conft. Large as an Angel's Knowledge be your * 
And at one View receive whole Nature in; 5 
Vet if you tax my Choice with leaſt Diſhonour, 
I muſt declare you wrong her. * 
Sil u. Then you are at leaſt conſtracted to Maximinus” * 
A Heathen born? | Daughter, 
Conſt. But bred a Cherubin; 
She has all the Beauties of her Sex below, 
And equal Virtues with the Bleſt above. 
Silky. Dares Conftantine, the Chriſtian lo renown a. 
Say this to me ? 
Conſt. Dares any Saint deny't? 
Sitv, That Faufta is not guilty! 
Conſt. Ha! of what? 
N Of all the Ills that ſhall attend your Life, 


Conſt. Hold, hold—left I fall out with Heav'n. 
Si/v. Of all the Blots, that ſhall in After-Times 
Stain your white Character, and blaſt your Fame; 
Winle weeping Readers ſhall lament your Story. 
| Therefore: 


12 Conſtantine 1e Sr., 

| Therefore away with her.. bd EL} Con 
Conf. Firſt, Jer ihe fie. EET 

Penurions Heav'n, and oh! thon niggard Saint, 

Did I not offer you my darling Sen. 

With all my Race, as Victims to your Shrines, 

If they were guilty in a Point of Faith, | 

To waſh their Herefies with Royal Blood) 

And do you grudge me one, but one poor Pleaſurs, 

For all the Pains of my unwearied Wars? 

Then take my Life, take Empire, Glory, all, 

Take all I offer'd this ungrateful Prieft, * 

Who in requital will allow me nothing. 


Silv. Forgive me, Heav*n! my too officious Care, Bott 
For interpoſing in thy dark Decrees : Con, 
In Chriſtian Patience he is yet but young. Witht 
Chaſtiſe him now, and make the Tryal ſtrong. And 

Conft. What have I ſaid, that I am paſt Forgiveneſs? Ari. 
Your Silence argues me undone for ever: Which 
Yet think me not ſo loft in deſperate Love, ] neve 
But while offending I.can kneel for Pardon. At one 

Siky. What J have offer d to your Choice, Our Ce 
Was net commiſſion'd me to ſay from Heav'n; Our G 
Therefore the Pardon muſt be mutual. And al 

All J have urg'd was but a thoughtful boding ; A Crol 
No more of that, be happy in your Love. Which 


| Conft. Oh! you hare baye charm'd me into Life again; Wl But eit 
And fear not but ſhe ſhall become a Chriſtian; Conf 


| E muſt conſeſs, that yet ſhe is a Heathon, Ari. 
As ſuch I lov'd her in her Father's Court, When 
Where firſt we plighted Vows in Aria Hands: four 8 
But the dark Contract was ſo cloſe contriv'd, The St; 
. T wonder how you reach'd the Truth ſo ſoon ; To ma 
= But Heav'n reveal'd it, or you could not know it; Your I. 
Since I may ſwear, ſhe is not yet enjoy'd. The C. 
Silv. By you! Cub. 
Cp By me! Your Anſwer's ſhort and home; Your B 
Who ſhould poſſeſs her elſe? And ſto 

Silu. Young and a Heathen ? | Ari. 


Left in the ſenſual Maximiniaz's Court? And in 
| EE. Cen. Haiaius 


ſs} 
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cant. No, Sir: ſhe's g. ith and ſecure at Noms. 
, not yet acquainted with our Contract, | 

4 in how, — I had other purpole, | 

To make his Judgment of my Fauſta's Perſon, . 

Whether. to be preſerv'd, or like her Father, 

To hinder Inſurrections, be deftroy'd. 

But hark! What March is this? Perhaps tis he! 

And theſe his Trumpets, with the Legions rais'd. 

[Trumpets withouts 


' Enter Arius and Eubulus. 


Beth. Long live the Emperor. 

Conft. Is — come, 

Wich thoſe auxiliar Legions we requir'd ;: + 
And Money ſent to pay the laſt Arrears? | 

Ari. Nothing obey d: When firſt your Orders came, 
Which by your Brother were in the Forum read. 

] never ſaw ſo ſudden a Revolt. 5 | | 
At once they cry?d,. our Liberty's betray'd, 

Our Courts of Juſtice robb'd ;.; old Rights infring'd ;. 

Our Gods muſt down, our Shrines and Temples burn: 
And all for a fantaſtick old Wives Tale; 3 

A Croſs they cry'd, one of Silveſter's Lyes, 

Which never yet was ſeen by waking Eyes; 

But either feign'd, or dreamt of in the Skies. 

Conft. Is this their Anſwer to my ſtrict Commands >. 

Ari. 2 by this return'd to join your Brother; 
When ſtrait ſome Devil whiſper'd in their Ears, 

Your Son already had begun the Change, or 
The Statue of Apollo was pull'd down, 

To make his Father's Place: whereon they cry'd, 
Your Image ſhould be burnt, and with a Breath 

The Cockle, and the Corn, bow'd all that way. 

Eub. But were revers'd by a more powerful Gala; 
Your Brother and your Son appear'd like Gods, 
And ſtopt the Madmen in their full Career. 

Ari. At cloſe of Day, in dark Cabals they met, 
And in the Morning gave their final Anſwer; 
Heinius, who that Night was brought a Captive. 


Ta 


14 Conſtantine h Great, © 
To grace the Triumph of your firſt A — , 
Was firſt propos'd to ſhare th' I Ape ower: ä 
Next, they demand a general Perſecution 


A 
If e's 
May 


Of all the Chriſtians, and S:/vefter's Head. Al 

Conſt. Tell *em their City ſhall be Aſhes firſt, | Da 
Have I for this, with hazard of my Life, Sir, if 
So oft redeem'd 'em from the Ty rants Racks, Cor 


When all their Streets were but one hideous Grave? WW kno 
Their Wives and Daughters raviſh'd in their View? But ye 
When Age was drain'd of its laſt ebbing Drop, There 
When Babes were ſnatch'd their earlieſt Breath to give, And! 


And dy'd e'er knowing what it was to live. hl 
8 5 come 
Trumpets. Enter Dalmatius. My St 


Tell 'e 
I took 
Their 


More Treaſon, Arius——or do the Slaves nt? 
My Brother here. Still to my Arms, and Heart, 


Thou Nerve of all my Wars: How fares my Friend, Silo 
And my Beloved? ' ; f Conf 
Dalm. Criſpus, our Care, is well. linie 
And the late Tempeſt, which muſt reach your Ear, Theref 
By ſkilful Pilots rock'd into a Calm. W427, 
Believe me, Sir, your Preſence gains the Cauſe, 
Therefore upon the Inſtant march to Rome; Tis no! 
Vanquiſh'd Lycinius waits to grace your Triumph. No, m: 
Bleſs me! Is't poſſible? Arius with you, Sir ? The Rs 
Arius the Traytor? | They're 
Conſt. Have you found him ſo? Or Ce 
Dalm. The ſubtleſt Snake, the ſofteſt civil Villain Boy to 
That ever warm'd himſelf in Prince's Boſom; And in 


Diſeaſes, Blaſts, Plagues, Death and Hell are in kim: 
W hate'er his outfide ſeems, this ſhameleſs Traitor 
Was the foul Spring of all thoſe poiſon'd Waters, 


That late had like to overflow the Empire; SCE 
Vet while his Emiſſaries fired the People, 
This Judas on my fide appear'd an Angel: 
For after the firſt Mutiny was quell'd, 
Tho' he had ſworn to juſtify your Cauſe, Lobi. 


Confuſio 


fri Aud Tor 


He warn'd the Slaves, I have his Hand to ſhow, 
Next Day to make thoſe impudent Demands. 


lain 


Conſtantine he Errat. 15 
Ji. Plots on my Innocence! As I am a Chriſtian, 
Tf erer I ſet my Hand to ſuch a Treaſon, | 
May theſe rot off, which thus I hold to Heav'n: 
A; I am of the Prieſtly Order | 
Dalm. A Devil ordain d 
dir, if 1 do not prove him 
Cort. I believe you ; 
[ know him Heretick, a ſeditious Traitor, 
But yet have Reaſons to defer his Ruin, 
Therefore no more at preſent. Arius hence; 
Ind let me hear no further of theſe Miſchiefs. | 
[have pardon'd you; be gone, you Eubulus, and tell the 
| come embattd now for my Revenge; (Rebels, 
My Standard and my Banners bear the Croſs. 
Tell 'em, Lycinius, whom once before 
| took to Grace, and marry'd to my Sifter, 
Their new petition'd Cæſar, ſoon ſhall bleed. 
Silv. Forgive your Enemies. 
Couft. But not my Friends; 
Lycinius was my Friend, and has betray'd me; 
Therefore III execute him in their view. 
Away, and warn him, for the Doom is given. — 
| ; [Exit Arius, Eubulus. 
'Tis not by halves that we will worſhip Heav'n: 5 
No, my Dalmatius, I have made a Vow, 
The Romans, or their Emperor ſhali bow. 
They're Subjects, and 'tis fit: Nay, bow they ſhall, 
Or Czar in th' Attempt their Victim fall; 
Bow to the Man, whom Heav'n ordain'd for Sway, 
And in his great Vicegerent learn their Maker to obey. 
4 * IXa. 


SCENE II. Rome, Conftantine's Palace, 
Enter Lycinius, Labienus. 
Lebi. The Miſchief's ripe, and ready for our wiſh: 


Confuſion to the Houſe of Conſtantine, | 
tad Fortun points their Fate. For mark the Method: 
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The Father ſends the Son to ſee the Priſoner ; - 
The Son not knowing of his Father's Contract, 


Appears a God to Faw/ta's charming Eyes, fa 
And marry'd her. 4 I Enric 
Lycin, How came you by the Secret? (the Son, BW To the 
Labi. Ariustold me; he who betroth'dthe Father web pu te 
And ſtands for ever bound to ſerve Lycinius. Tell m 
Lycin. He's voted Heretick among the Chriſtians, Haſt th 
Labi. No matter what they vote him, Sir; He's youn; Cri 
And Foe to all Religion, but his Friends. Put mc 
Lyein. By Mars, he falls the righter to my Purpoſe, Anni 
J was my ſelf bred up in Blood and Wars, There” 
Untaught, and ſcoft at by theſe civil Cowards, Cris 
Wheretore I hate Religion, Arts aud Learniag; * 
Ad if I ever mount the Cz/ar's Throne, Thou a 
I'll raiſe another general Perſecution, Nay, hi 
Like Nero; bait theſe Chriſtian Dogs to death; The for 
And build the Temples of the Old Gods again. Were C 
Labi. And be a God yourſelf: In the mean time, I hut let 
Let your Wife's Tears prevail upon your Temper, Cri 
Supple your haughty Spirit, bow your Body, Dalmat, 
Low as the Earth, befote the Emperor's feet. Hogg'd 
Hein. I had rather die: If he thinks fit to ſave me, HTogethe 
"Tis well; if not, why let him take my Head. 1 War 


Labi. Vet for the ſake of thoſe whom you mult govert 
Rebate this martial Fire, and hear your Wife: 
Hear what Return our long'd-for Arius brings. 


| Enter Criſpus ith Annibal. 
But ſoft! the Bridegroom Criſpus and his Friend: 


Conſtantia with Impatience waits your coming; 

Conflantia, who has Power to fave your Head, 

Fho' Cæſar with an Oath had doom d you dead. 

3 [Ex. Lycinius, Labienis. 

Criſp. How, 4nzibal! What! oat of Temper now 

When Crowns are offer'd, and the Cæſar's Purple? 

What, tho” not born in the immediate Way? 

Yet thou art collaterally Great as I: 

And if I ever heit this ſpacious Empire, 
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Heav'n, thou ſhalt not fhare, but guide, engroſs 
„ Heart's beſt Love, and all the World 3 
Annib. Your Heart ? Ay, there you eccho'd my Deſires, 
Enrich me there, and trowl your empty G | 
To thoſe crown'd Slaves, that know no other Greatneſs ; 
But tell me, O my Criſpus ! all Mens Joy, 
Tell me, and truly from thy generous Soul, 
Haſt thou a Friend whom more thou lov'ſt than me? 
Criſp. Not more belov'd, more fonded than myſelf, 
But more | | 
Annib. Nay, add not to that broken 'Truth, 5 
There's more in that; no more, than thou had*ſ ſworn.” 
Criſp. Wilt thou not hear me out ? 
Annib. There needs no more; 
Thou art no Friend, that lov'ſt another more: 
Nay, half fo much; but now 1 find that all 
The former Flatteries of thy glozing Friendſhip 
Were Courtiers Promiſes and Women's Vows. 
But let me know his Name. 
Crip. Thy Father, Anniba/, my godlike Friend, 
Dalmatius, who before thou could'ſt write Man, 
Hugg'd Criſpus to his Heart: Like Lambs in Peace 
Together we lay down, together role ; 
War like Lions, coupled on a ſide, 
E'er yet thy Infant Arms a Sword could wield, 
Ind drove like Herds the Nations from the Field. 
Aunib. Why then we're Friends again, more faſt than 8 -/ 
et ſince we have happen' d into this Diforder, (ever. | 
o make a Trial of renew'd Affection, | WY 
[']] put thee to the Teſt. | IDE - 
Criſp. Name the Danger, | 2 
ho kin to Death, my Arm, young Man, ſhall right thee. 
Arnib. Tis Death indeed; moſt certain to n, 
nleſs thy ſoftning Charms have Pow'r to fave me. 
Criſp. Speak this cloſe Grief, that wrings thee with the 
Jam not eloquent in ſuch a Cauſe, (Anguiſh : 
ut out my Tongue. | 
Arnib. My LiF is in the Hands 
Mone that hates me; or, what wounds memore, 
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Of one, my Criſpus, that can never love me. (tha? 
Criſp. Not love thee? O ye Powers! What Heart iy 
Annib. Haſt thou not ſeen the beauteous Priſoners? 
Criſp. Ha! e 
What, * mean'ſt thou? 
Annib. Fauſta and Serena. (thee? 
Criſp. Say which of em; which Beauty has inflamd 
Arni. Which ſhou'd, but the moſt. ſoft and artlej 


Away 
Be go 


Lag a 
O Far 


The languiſhing pate | (!Melter; — 
Criſp. The killing Beauteous—— Come 7 5 
Annib. Ha.! Criſpus, thou art concern'd ! 75 
Criſp. Tam to help th | Wh 2 

Her Name. 7 
Annib. Why, take it then, the fair Serena. 4 8. 

' Criſp. Oſne's the ſofteſt, ſweeteſt, killing Fair. 22 
By Heav'n— I am glad —l'm raviſh'd that 'tis he! ; "4 

By this Embrace I promiſe thee Succeſs, _ - | Sy ft 

I know her Temper well——No more, but leave me. Proed 

I was upon the Inſtant when I met thee, 75 

Going to their Apartments; —Nay, look up 5 * 

And truſt thy Friend. | N ' 
Amnib. Plead then for my Life, Cri 

I beg thee as a God to plead my Cauſe; 1 

Thou canſt not know o'th' ſudden how tis with me: Relics, 

How great, how mortal, and how deep the Wound. f 1 

May all the Saints, and Powers that pity Love, 3 

Inſpire thy Breaſt, as if *twere poſſible Bat T. 

That Aunibal's Soul could aftuate thy Body. Fax 

As were I Criſpus, I myſelf wou'd do. [Ex. Annib My a 


- Criſp. The Youth is haughty, martial, hot and brave; u.“ 
Right de Field; — Parts for Love: With t 
Therefore perhaps the Virgin likes him not. 0570 

But thou haſt kin tions? no ſooner ſeen (Tranſport! Ver 10 
But lik d—lov'd, marry'd—ha !——but where's tie n 
Without thy Father's Knowledge thou wert marry d: The T. 
Tis the firſt Fault of my unhappy Youth, 
Yet 'tis a Fault— but tis the Fault of Love. 
Had he not lov' d. Criſpus had nat been here: 


Not on 
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Away, you Damps, and darkning Images 
Be gone I ſa⸗ -behold ſhe comes tu meet me; 


Enter Fauſta. 


Lag as I am, in this great Race of Love 
0 Faufla, Fauſta ! | 
Fauſt. O my Conſtanti ne. 
Criſþ. Ha! | 
Fauſt. A Miſtake; my Fear out-went my Love. 
Criſþ. My Conſtantine ! thy Fear by Heav'n *twas _ | 
What Cauſe haſt thou to fer? |  ,_ (omunous; 
Fauſt. Bondage and Death: 
Are not thoſe Reaſons for a Virgin's Fear ? 
Criſp. Yes, for another, Fauſta, not for thine. 
For oh! when he has ſeen and heard, like me, 
Th' abſtrafted.Charms of all this beauteous World, 
Expect not Death, but Offers of a Throne. 
Fauſt. *Tis poſſible? yet by thyſelf I ſwear, 
By dear-lov'd thee, my Criſpus in a Cottage 
Shali be preferr'd to all the Thrones on Earth. * + 
Criſp. And thou, forgive me Heav'n! I hadalmoſt faid 
To Heav'n itſelf; No, Fauſfa, that's the lar, 
Religion makes this Diſcord in my Soul,” 
[ find it now. Hence come my Starts and Fear, 
Eren in the height of my ex Joys; - | 
But Time, the Saints and Miracles muſt win the. 
Fauſt. No Time, no Miracle, no Saint but thou: 
Why, thou art all the Wonders of the Earth, 
My Saint, my Heart's Religion, and my Heay'nz. 
With thee J am embark'd to live or periſh, 
Not only here but in the World hereafter. 
Criſp. O Extaſy !' Oh Pattern for thy Sex! 
Yet ſhalt thou maſter me by this Subjection. 
Give me thy Hand, thy Lip——the Sweets are richer, - 
The Tate ennobled. Oh! my raviſl'd Love 
Glows with the pointed Charms. The Heav'ns are open'd, 
And I behold has crown'd a Saint already. 
But I will hold thee faſt, left that the Angels ſnatch thee 


Ler we have mingled Souls — Fauſt 
aut. 
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I ſwear to obey thee without aſking why. 


Fauſt. Oh, notto-night! - 
_ C*ifp.'Ha ! not to-night? Not on this low d Confeſonꝭ 


Not when thou haſt ſet my Spirits all on fire? 598 
Not now enjoy thee ? Thou mak'ſt my Fears return, 
Far more extravagant than they were before, A 


Left, &er we join, an Apoplex ſhou'd ſeize me, 


'The Palace fall, and thouſand other Chances, 
That awe th', Imagination of my Love. 
Oh come — | 
Fauſt. 1 will, and with theſe longing Arms 
Hold thee till Morn ; and from that Morn till Evening; 
From Evening to Mid-day ; from Day to Night; 
From Night to Death——1 Il claſp thee thus for ever. 
Criſp. Let's haſte then, while the beckning Minute 
Fauſt. But I muſt ſwear thee firſt, (miles 
Crifþ. Take Oath on Oath; | 


Fauſt. Swear thou wilt never leave thy wedded Faſt; 
What ever dreadful Chance, or ſtrange Misfortune, 
Shou'd ftart to undo me, almoſt to a Crime. 

Criſp. No Crime, but want of Love; nor that, h 
| | Heav'n, 

Shall make me hate thee, tho' it bring me Death. 
22 ſoft Dear! pts P "a 
t my laſt Hour- ſpa rey; 
And may thoſe — — the Wrong did the 
When at Heav'ns Gate I beg for Entrance, anſwer, 
Remember what thou didſt to Fauſta ſwear ; 
Be gone, for ever leave this happy Sphere, 
For perjur'd Lovers have no here. [EF xeunt.) 
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ACT U. SCENEL 


SCENE, ROME. 
Eater Arius, Labienus, and Eubulus. 


lon? 


"= < E have done our Work by halves; fol- 
15 N. low'd by the Scent, 

* . W Trac'd to our Holes! Oh I eould play 
niles PATTON the Madman ! (der, 


=— \cnof our Make ſo poorly hide a Mur- 
hat Dogs can rake it up. Spies, Spies, by Hell! 

he Courſe of former Councils was too flow, 

am proclaim'd a 'Fraytor, Heretick, 

And Ponyards muſt proclaim my Accuſer nothing 
Labi. Were it not better to comply ? | 
Ari. Impoſſible! 

he Genius of the n Brothers 

and mine, by Nature y oppos'd, 

te ſtrongly at firſt fight ; which Hate improv'd, 
By the late Flaw I found in their Religion. 

hey hear too how I tainted Infant Jalian: 

et being made the Emperor's dant 

In the late Contract, all might have been retriev'd, 
nd I at Helm, had not his hated Brother 

hus interpos'd to my. eternal Ruin 

Tofon and Ponyard—— | 

Eub. Is it come to that? 

Ari. It is; without diſpatch, we are all undone. 
Un for a Slave to mould ſome Malecontent; 

His Blood aduſt, and blacken'd with the Blow-W- 

Uf adverſe Fortune; yet of Soul elate, 

And to be fluſh'd for Fame, or Hire, 

To any kind of daring! 

Lab. Why? 


C1 
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Ari. I would work the Melancholy brave 

To flab Dalmatius. | 

-- Eaub. Why not Conftantine ? Wi 5 
Ari. Becauſe ten Conſtantines live at leaſt in him; 

The one's not half ſo open to Deſtruction, 

As t' other cloſe; and on the to ſave him; 

He has unravell'd our cloſe Web of Thought, 

And from the bottom of our dark Deſign © 

Drawn Treaſon forth, perhaps to hang us all. 


Labi. I is juſtly thought; this Lett inuſt be remoy'd: 


And who ſo fit to hew it into pieces 
As that ambitious, brawny Fool, Lycinius ? 


Ari. Thou halt hit the Man my buſy Brain had log, 
The Emperor dooms him dead: By whoſe Advice? 


Tell me, I hear the dull Lycinius cry, 
That e' er I fall the Victim of the War, | 
I may at once deſtroy his Life and Name. 


Enter Lycinius. Guards. 


But ſee, he comes !=— I bring you News. 
Lycin. Ha! of my Death! I read it in thy Face, 
Ari. Th' Emperor, as at firſt I told your Story, 

Inclin'd to Mercy: But fierce Da/matius 

Repeal'd the Hint of your half-granted Pardon, 


- And forc'd him to your Death. 


Lycin. By Mars I'll fight him. 
Ari. Tis not in your power, 
You're Pris'ners of War. 
Lycin. Yet I may curſe: _ 
My Tongue is not their Priſoner ; thereſore I'll curſe, 


- Bitterly curſe Da/matizs; curie em all. 


Ari. Curſe for the Los of Empire, and of Life! 
Bitterly curſe, ! why, Whores will there out-do you, 
J bluſh to think the great Lycinius - 

Should e' er be brought in ſuch Compariſcn! 
Would it not ſeem more worthy your pait Honour 
To ſtrike than ſay? Strike, it I may ad ie, 
And e'er you — | 


Lycin, 


And in 
I kiſs th 
I'll trea 
Till ſhe: 
Ari. 
Next, I 
And rec 
With C. 
Beit yo! 
Sow it 11 
Grow w 


My fair 
And me 


Seren. 
Who all 
And ma 
That pi. 
Deaf to 
That I. 
Criſhus ; 
Not fo 1 
For &er 
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Lycin. Kill Dalmatius, | a 
Conſtantine, Cr iſpus, Annibal, nay all — — 
Quite root up all th' Imperial Stock at once. 
Ari. This Dagger then be yours; the Legacy 
Of an old Propheteſs; who dying, told me, 
He that had Courage to employ it well, | 
And where it ought, ſhould make himſelf the greateſt— 
Z [ Trumpets at diſtance. 
Hein. It ſhall be well employ'd, and where it ought. 
d: But hark ! the Emperor comes! 5 
Ari. Rather Dalmatius, 
Perhaps commiſſion'd for your Execution 
t. Hein. Why then TIl forth and meet him. By the 
If I muſt fall, he ſhall not live to laugh: (Fates, 
And in remembrance of this ſolemn Oath 
| kiſs the ominous Gift thou haſt bequeath'd me; 
I' treaſure it next my Heart; where it ſhall reſt, 
Till ſheath'd by Vengeance in Dalmatius Breaſt. [ Exit. 


Ari. Or live or die, thou art contriv'd for Miickief ! 


Next, I muſt mend the Herefies I've broach'd, 

And reconcile myſelf, by-ſome bold Offer, 

With Conſtantine; which, while I undertake, | 

Be it your Care to ſpread th' old poiſonous Doctrine: 
Sow it in all Habits, Perſons, Forms, and Places 
Grow with the Times, and cultivate Sedition. 


My fair Devoteſs; — but hence, as I have order'd, 

And meet me at the Trial of Lycinizs. 
| [Ex. Labi. and Eubul. 

Seren. The Morning's come, and fain I would have reſt, 

Who all the Night have wak'd'upon my Pillow, 
And made it wet with Tears: My ſolitary Grcans, 
That pierc'd Heav'ns Vaults (tho Heaven was deaf the 
Deaf to redreſs) have made my Breaſt ſo fore (while, 
That I can ſigh no lor ger. 
Criſbus an] Fauſta ! On you happy Lovers! 
Not ſo with you the gladſome Minutes paſt: 
For Cer *twas Day, T left my tedious Bed, | 
And 
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But, Sir, 


3 3 


* 2 * 
* 
EY 


N 


| EP, | 1 
Conſtantine the Great. 
And liſten'd to your Joys. 
Ari. Her Sorrows lull me, | 
And I grow good, I know not how o'th' ſudden. 
Seren. Such ſoft E flow'd from the charming 
As did but aggravate my Paſſion more 3 (Criſps, 
Yet hide it, O Serena! tho' thou dieſt, | 
Tell it to none, but to the midnight Groves, f 
The Flocks and Streams, and thoſe unhappy Stars 
Whoſe mercileſs Fires thus fated thy undoing. 
Ari. What not to Arius? to thy Confeſſor; 
To him who has a Privilege from Heav'n? | 
Seren. Oh Arius! would I had the Power to hide it 
But you have heard it all; : 
And will, perhaps, proclaim a Virgin's Frailty. 
ſhall not long ſurvive my Shame: 
And fince *tis known, confeſs it to the World ; 
Confeſs, that Paſſion has dethron'd my Reaſon; 
That unbelov'd, I love the beſt of Men; 
And ſigh unheard, and without Witneſs mourn, 
And dote to Death without the leaſt Return. 


Afri. Tis ſaid, young Annibal is vow'd your Servant, 


Seren. O Arius, mark the Malice of our Fates! 
That Prince loves me, as Criſpus is belov d, 4 
And failing in his Suit, employ'd his Friend 
To plead his Cauſe. Oh, it been his Own [-—— 
But all my Pray'rs, alas, are now in vain, 
And wanting Criſpus, I muſt wed my Grave. 
Therefore I beg you, Sir, procure his Picture 
To entertain my melancholy Thoughts, 
Since him himſelf I ne'er muſt fee again. 
Ari. That, and all Helps which Arius can command, 
Seren. I thank you, Sir, by the bleſt Saints I do; 
T thank you for this Fayour, from my Heart. 
But hark! they come: Criſpus and Fauſta come 
Oh Heart! why doſt thou leap againſt my Boſom 
Like a cag'd Bird, and beat thyſelf to Death 


For an impoſſible Freedom? 


Ari. Stay to ſalute em. 
Seren. No, Arius, no; I cannot, dare not ſtand em: 
But ſee, they come, wreath'd in each other's Arms, 


And 


This Cl, 

Fauſt. 
You ſha] 
To char 

Crisp. 
Of my a 
By Heay 
Talk not 


Has ſnow 


Yet give 


| Fauſt. 

My Soul 
Oh what! 
After the 
With blee 
Loves not 
Thou hal 


Criſp. * 


Dur Love? 


nd then» 
Fauſt. \ 


Vhete in 


dere I fl 


or think 
Criſp. C 
While I hs 
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And mingling Kiſſes. Has not then the Night, 
Been long enough, but you muſt love by Day ? 
Do, Fauſta, do, be ſtifled with the Joy, 
Follow him from thy Chamber to the Grove, 
To Garden-haunts,, and claſp him in the Bowers, 
, W Thence to your golden Beds again; while I Te 
Link to my Grave, and there forgotten lie. [Exit. 
Ari. Criſpus to court Serena for his Friend! 
His Picture! ſhe ſhall have it Miſchief ! Hell! 
And if it be thy Will thy Slave obeys. 
Criſtus and Annibal, that late were Friends, q 
Sball trait be Foes. But huſh, the Lovers come 
This Cloſet hides me to diſcover more. 
Enter Criſpus ana Fauſta. 
This Cloſet be my School, to ſearn their Language. 
Fauſt. Your Father's Trumpets call you. Let em call, 
You ſhall not go. Oh, are there any Sounds 
To charm, more powerful than your Faufta's Cries ? 
Criſp. No, not the Tongues of Angels! O beſt Joy 
Of my abounding Soul! What ſhall I call thee ? | 
By Heav'n, thou art all Heav'n, all Paradiſe; | 
Talk not then of gong from thee: for I'll ſtay till Age 
Has ſnow'd a hundred Winters on my Head, 
Yet give and take Enjoyments then, as now. | 
| Fauſt. And Oh, for thee, thou deareſt of the World, 
-u, coul's beft Life, and my Heart's graſp'd' Deſire, \ 
0h what Return! the Mother on her '['hroes, 
After the Rack, when hanging o'er her Babe, 
With bleeding Joys, wild Looks, and earning Smiles, 
Loves not her Darling more than I love Criſpus. 
Thou ſhalt not leave me, Criſpus. 
Criſp. Yes, to meet again; Rs 
Dur Love's approv'd by him that gave me Being. 
nd then— — 18 
Tauſt. What then? He dooms me to that place, 
Vhere in his Shroud the poor Maximian lies, 
There I ſhall lie as J had never been, 
or think of Criſpus more 
Cri/p. Canſt thou fear Death, 
File I have Life? | | 
Vor. II. 8 Fauſt. 
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' Fauſt. Oh do not truſt thy Father! 

Truſt not the Paſſions of a Conqueror; 
For in his fatal Look, when lait he left me, 
Something I ſaw, that bid me fly his Preſence ; 
Fly to the Verge of Earth, and leap the Bounds, 
Rather than ever meet his Eyes again. 

Criſp. Thy Father's Fate makes thee miſtruſt thy own. 

_ No, Criſpus, not Miſtruſt, but certain Danger, 
Which, like a mouldring Promontory, hangs 
Burſting above our Heads; and threatens Death, 
Unleſs we houſe betimes, and ſcape the Fall. 

Criſp. What Danger? Death? What Fall? 

Fauſt. Thy Father. . 

Criſp. Ha 

Fauſt. Thy Father, Criſpus 

Criſp. Knows not we are marry'd; 
But ſhall, and will, I hope, forgive my Paſſion. 

Fauft. I dreamt laſt Night thy Father was in love, 
In love with me, my Criſpus; catch'd us claſp'd, 
And with his Dagger ſtabb'd us in the fold. 

Criſp. Is't poſſible? 

Fauft. Moſt true. 

Criſp. And catch'd thee with me? 

Fauſt. Catch'd us in Bed. 

Criſp. There? | 

Fauſt. Here. Why doſt thou wonder? 
*T was but a Dream. | | 

Griff Yet there is wonder in't, 
Becauſe, by Heav'n, I dreamt the very ſame. 
Is it not ſtrange ? 

Fauſt. If it ſhould happen true 

Criſp. That would be ſtrange indeed. | 

Fauſt. Therefore let's fear the worſt, and arm again 
For Oh, why ſhould I hide a Secret from thee ? (1! 
When I beheld him laſt, he languiſhed, 
And wrung my Hand at parting. 

Criſp. But what ſaid he? 

Fauſt. I will not tell you, Criſpus, till you anlv 
What you would do with me, my deareſt Joy, 
If it were true indeed, your Father lov'd me. 


Cri) 
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Criſþ. What at your parting? ha! Ss 

2. Why, if , 

Would you forſake me? | 

Cri/þ. Be my own Murderer ! 

I know not what, but ſpeak your parting. Oh! 

Fauſt. Why are you ſo enrag'd? I dare not tell you, 
Criſp. If aught thou hid'ſt, by Heav'n, thou doſt not 

love me. 

Fauſt. By Heav'n! J hope no other Heav'n, but thee: 
What if he talk'd a little? Age will talk, 
And think of it no more. | 

Criſp. What was your Talk? 

III know each Syllable. 

Fauſt. Why ſo you ſhall; 

But then be calm: what if he talk*d of Love? 

And what? Oh be not angry, and I'll tell you; 

What if, to ſave my Life, I promis'd him ? 

, Criſp. Ha! promis'd, Fauſta? 

Promiſe the Father, and engage the Son ? 
But ſpeak, I ſtand upon a Precipice ; 
For if 'tis true, that e'er ſo little paſt * 
Of Love before 
Fauſt. What then? | 
Criſp. And thou haſt promis'd ? 
Fauſt. Suppoſe I have ſworn. 
Criſp. Suppoſe then thy Diſhonour ; 
Suppole me never to behold thee more; 
Suppoſe my Death, both Soul and Body's Ruin. 
Fauſt. Suppoſe no more, but what my Soul hath ſworn, 
To love his Son, none but the lovely Criſpus; 
0 therefore clear thy Brow, and take me to thee, 
de fill my Love, forgive this little Fault, 

ag" And Jealouſy ſhall ne'er offend thee more. 

UV Crip. O Charmer! Beauty! what! where was the 
Why haſt thou kept me on the Rack fo long? (need? 
Tho' taken down, I feel the Strains upon me, 

Ind ſhall, I fear, too long. But hark, they call, [ Trumpets. 

ani WMA I muſt 1 

Fauſt. But will you then return? | 

Criſþ. Quick as thy 2 or my own Deſires 1 . 

2 
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But make no more ſuch Tryal. Hark again. ¶ Trump. again. 


Fauſt. I cannot part with you, tho' for a moment. A, 
Criſp. T'll but enquire whether my Father's come. E 
Fauſt. Swear to come back then, ſwear, before yon The 

To give me one Look more. (lee him, I am 
Criſp. What needs an Oath? And! 


Before I ſpeak with him 
Fauſt. You'll ſpeak with me, 
For I have much to ſay of mighty moment; 
Swear therefore to return. | T7035 
Criſp. Swear on thy Lips; 
Thus with my Heart, I ſeal my Vows for ever. [Ex. 
| . Fauſt. Heart, and the ho iet Vows deep writ in Blood: 
th Blood and Diſhonour : take then, take my Cauſe, 
1 Thou that haſt made me ſin, O mighty Love! 
And let thy Mother plead it with her Tears: 
He ſees his Father and my Crime at once; 
And then reſolves never to ſee me more. 


Enter Arius. 


Ari. What then? There 
Fauſt. What then! O Arius, doſt thou know me ? 


And aſk what then, when he ne'er ſees me more? * 
I'll tell thee then, I'll never ſee the Day: i 7 a 
Shades, Night and Death, Deſpair and Dungeons hold * key 
When thoſe dear Eyes ſhall never light me more. me, 30 ik 

Ari. Since you enjoy'd him, let the Tides of Love Wick 


Be ſwallow'd in the Ocean of Ambition. Co 
Fauſt. Ambition, Pomp, and Greatneſs of the World, p.. ri 
All empty Sounds to Love! But thine's a downwar Dat 
Thou halt no Talte of theſe ſublimer Joys. (Senſe, I I. 
But haſte! look out; Why comes he not again? 
He ſwore he would ; but he has ſeen his Father, 
Who ſtops him, with my firſt unhappy Contract. 
Ari. I ſee him yonder. hs 
Fauſt. Bleſſings on thy Tongue; 
But I'll run forth to meet him, and no longer 
Conceal the innocent Deceit of Love. 
. Ari. Hold, Madam, ſtay, Dalmatius comes; retire 
Fauſt. Dalmatius ! Let me ſee my ſelt. 


A 
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Ari. They come. . . 
Fauſt. 'Dalmatius ! Gods, tis he, he tells him all; 


The Emperor told it him. Nay, it muſt out, 


I am loſt, undone: But gentle Aus, wait, - 
And watch, and bring me word, how Criſpus bears it. 
Oh that 1 were a Spirit to ſtand unſeen! _ | 

To mark his Paſhons, how they riſe and fall, 

With every Glance of thoſe dear, dreadful Eyes: 

But ſee they come, and yet I cannot ſtir, 
grow diſtracted with my Hope and Fear. 
Compell'd to go; yet long to tarry here. [Ex. Fauſta. 


Enter Dalmatius and Criſpus to Arius. 


Dalm. I have much againſt you, Criſpus, and you 
Theretore with all the Freedom of a Friend, (know it, 
Tell me what is the Cauſe you have not been 
do free as formerly. 7 

Criſp. You know I am. 

Daim. I'll preſs you, Sir, no more; only remember, 
There ſtands a Villain, whom I have ſeen you whiſper. 


a [Ex. Arius. 
Criſp. T'U tell you all. | =» 
Da!/m. You dare not: come, there is a Guilt at bottom 
You bluſh to own, a Crime of ſuch a nature 
A; will admit no Pardon. Thou haſt finn'd 
Againſt the great Divinity of Friendſhip ; 
Which my Soul takes to death. 
Criſp. Can it be ; 
Ever too late to gain a Pardon here? 
Dalm. I cannot tell; yet I can tell thee this, 
There was a Time, not many Days are © yall, 
vince I preferr'd thy Friendſhip to the World; 
When 1 cou'd fay, Why yonder goes the Man, 
Whom my Soul worſhips more than Conſtantine, 
And loves beyond my Son. By Heav'n, thy Fault 
B; ominous, and grinds my Temper through. 
Criſp. That Son you nam'd ily's in love. 
Dalm. Then he's a Fool. With whom? 
Criſb. Maximian's Daughter ; 
The j ounger Beauty. | 
K 3 Dal, 


| 
| 


if 
* 


30 Conſtantine the Great. 
Dalm. Ha! and you love the Elder: 
My Life on't, ſome ſuch maſterly Deſign. 
This makes you ſhun the Camp, to lurk beneath 
The Eves of Palaces, and droop in Corners. 
But, Sir, your Pardon. I almoſt forgot 
To urge your ſwiſteſt Speed, to wait your Father. 
Criſp I but will take my leave. 
Dam. I fear there is | 
Too much already taken; but no more — 
If you have aught to ſay, I'll viſit for you. — 
Criſp. Be all as you would have it. Oh, your Hand 
Nay, I will force my Entrance to your Heart, 
By opening all my own ; and fo farewel. [ Ex. Criſpus. 
Dalm. I blame my Friend for walking in the dark, 
Yet hide my ſelf, who when I ſeem moſt _— 
Am fondeſt of his Love. So, Sir, what now 
Enter Annibal. 
Annib. The fair 1 condemn'd Lycinius 
Dreſt in the ſaddeſt Glaſs of dying Sorrow, 
Was coming tointreat you for his Pardon; 
Hut ſoon as ſhe had heard, from weeping Arias, 
Her Huſband's Doom, ſhe in our Arms expir'd. 
Dalm. I mourn her Fate; but for Lycinias, 
J urg'd at firſt, and ſtill reſolve his Death 
Is neceſſary to the Emperor's Life: 
Nor ſhould a few weak Drops, by Women ſhed, 
top a Decree ſo abſolute nd royal. | 
Annib. He comes attended with a mournful Croud 
To ſue for Life. | 
Dualm. I'll have him executed in their View; 
Ves, Annibal, and ſhew thy Youth a Pattern 
Of the old Romans, for thy Imitation But ſe 
Who haſt but poorly'copy'd from thy Father. Take 
Amib.Why,Sir ; what Villain has traduc'd my Virtue? And | 
Dalm. No Villain, but thy Prince has own'd thy 


And ſays thou lovꝰſt a * Foe of Rome. (Weakneſs, Ther 
Anni. The Virgin's autiful, and greatly born. Da 
Dalm. Perhaps the Virgin may as greatly die, —ç | 

a 


And yield her Beauties to the fatal Stroke, : 
2 Annib. 
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Arnib. To the fatal Stroke! Oh all ye Powers! 
No, Sir, the fair Serena ſhall not die 
While I wear this. | 
Dalm. Ha Rebel! Traitor! How ! 
Not at the Emperor's Doom? 
Annib. No, nor at yours, 
That gave me, Sir, my Being; take it again, 
Unleſs you give me leave to lay it there, 
Where I have plac'd my Love. 
Daim. The Emperor 
Decrees thee Cap; adocia: Wilt thou forfeit 
The noble Heritage of ſuch Ambition, 
For infamous Love? 92 
Anni. Wrong not a Paſſion, 
That equals your own Virtue. For could Cæſar 
Give with a Daughter of his own. the World, 
1 would prefer my Love in this Condition, 
To all the Proffers of his Blood and Empire. | 
Dalm. Hence from my ſight ; and till thou break'It 
See me no more. (this Paſſion, 
Annib. Then I muſt never ſee you; | 
For when I ceaſe to love, where I have vow'd, 
I am no more: therefore upon my Knees, 
I beg you to recall this dreadful Sentence ; 
R _— my Baniſhment, and give me leave 
To win the Heart of this unhappy Maid, 
Or bid me die before you. 
Dalm. Riſe, my Boy, | 
Thou lov'ſt indeed, who canſt refuſe a Kingdom. 


Enter Arius, Lycinius, Labienus, Eubulus, with- 
the Populace 


But ſee Lycinius with his Followers here; 
Take to the Habit of thy former Wars, 
And ſoften not my Juſtice by thy Sorrows. 
Annib. I have heard Lycinius lately threatned you, 
Therefore your Guardian's Eye be watchful o'er you. 
Dalm. Fear not, I'm arm'd againſt 'em. Know, Ly-- 
The Emperor has decreed to ſhew his Subjects (cinius, 
What weary'd Mercy dares reſolve todo. 
5 Cleanthes,. . | 
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Lead to the Forum, and in the People's view 
Strike off his Head. 

L Lycian. I bear the Sentence as becomes my Honour: 
And all the favour which I beg in Death, | 
Is to reveal a Secret to your Ear, 

Which may importthe Emperor's Life, and yours, 
Dalm. What would you, Sir? 
Lycin. My Lord, are you in earneſt ? 
Or is there room for Hope? 
Dalm. Sir, be not flatter'd : 
Hope is the fawning Traitor of the Mind, 
Which while it cozens with a colour'd Friendſhip, 
Robs us of our laſt Virtue, Reſolution. 


Lycin. Speak then the force of Reſolution——Thus, 


Aunib. No Villain Thus. 


Annibal diſarms, and offers to ſtab hin, 


Dalm. Hold, Annibal! hold thy Hand. 
An Execution in the beſt of Cauſes, 
Is a vile Trade for honourable Men; 
Therefore let Slaves diſpatch him. 

Aub. Rack him firſt, 


To know who counſell'd him to this damn'd Deed. 


Dalm. No: To Silveſter let him own his Fault, 
And die a Chriſtian ; I am fatisfy'd. * 


Lycin. Ha, ha !--A Chriſtian ! What and fall a Sheep? 


Confeſs! No, as he urg'd, bring forth the Rack; 
Wire-draw my Limbs, ſpin all my Nerves like Hairs, 
And work my tortur'd Fleſh as thin as Flame, | 
You ſhall not know a Tittle more than this ; 


I was ſet onto ſtab Dalmatias, | [2's 


And would the Emperor, were he in my reach 
Who were the Gods that prompted thus my Arm, 
You Chriſtian Curs ſhall never know from me; 
Therefore go learn the Myſtery in Hell. 

Thus much I acquaint you ; they are living, 


Warm in your Boſoms, and I hope will ſting you; 
Sting you to death. Plagues, Famine, Sword, and Fire; 


Fire from the Gods on your proud City fall; 


And with that dying Curſe I leave youall. [Ex. 1 
5 alu 
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Dalm. His Fate was juſt. Now Romans to the Triumph, 
Go forth and meet your Emperor, whole Mercy . 

Extends her peaceful Wings toall that ſeek him ; 

And is the darling Attribute of his Soul. 

But hark! he comes! the Saviour of your Empire; 
Bing forth his Statues ; crown his Images; . 
Meet him with Garlands, Songs, and Shouts of Tri- 
But ſee his Entrance is already made, (umph ; 
And there he comes, with Criſpus in his Arms. ly 


Enter Conſtantine, Criſpus, Tc. to the Triumph. 


Co:/t. Dalmatius, I muſt thank thee for the Fate 
0' that too {ſtubborn Troubler of our Reign: 
(i/efter to his Hermitage retires, 
And ſays the Saints are ſad at my delay: 
Tell him e'er long, and urge him to return, 
The Emperor and the Court ſhall be baptiz'd. | 
Da!m. Take to your former Freedom, Mirth and Hu- 
For 'tis obſerv'd you are not as you were. . (mour, 
Cort. Oh Brother! Friend! In all my Hazards try'd,, 
Thy Son ſhall ſhare the Heart and Empire too 
Of my lov'd Criſpus, whom for ſome few Minutes 
| would diſcourle alone. 
Da/m. Your Wiſhes on you; 
Peace to your Thoughts, and Heav'n ſtill guide your 
| Counſels. [ Exeunt.. 


Manent Conſtantine, Criſpus. 


Conſt. Haſt thou perform'd thy Embaſly, my Criſpus, 
Ard ſeen the Daughter of Maximian / | | 
Criþ.I have ſeen her, Sir; and ſeen her beauteous Siſter. 

C. How lik'ft thou? Ha! Are they not charming: 
boch L2autiful ? (both? 

Cri/þ. They are. But why, Sir, both? 

Conſt. Becauſe the latter only catch d thy Praiſe; 
ten Fau/ta, in the Pride of blooming Nature, 
mach tranſcends her, as the Summer's Roſe 
The little Beauties of a backward Spring. 

Crip. Tis true, ſhe is the elder. 

Co, And the fairer, 
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In all Compariſons to be preferr'd, 
Not only to her Siſter, but the World. 
Criſp. Is't poſſible? 
Conſt. That thou ſhouldſt be ſo dull 
To afk the Queſtion, having ſeen the Wonder! 
Criſb. But, Sir, when I was ſent, ycu talk'd of Death, 
. Conft. Death to my ſelf, and thee, and all Mankind, 
Father than wound a Part of my lov'd Fayffa. (then? 
Criſp. Oh Heav'n? What ſaid you? Do you love her 
Conſt. Love her, my Son? In Age I love her more, 
Than in my Youth I lov'd the Chace of Glory. 
Criſp. And does ſhe know you love her? 
Conſt. Know ? approves; 8 
1 and ſeal'd the Contract ſure. 
Criſp. Death and Deſpair! Approv'd, join'd, ſeal'd, 
How ieal'd? and how contracted ? (contracted 
Conſt. Why, our Lips 
Have ſign'd and ſeal'd an everlaſting Love. 
"Criſp. What, kiſs'd her? Ha! But I'm too credulous: 
All you have faid is but to try my Temper, 
How much your Son can bear. 
. Conft, J muſt confeſs | 
Thy Fears were juſt, hadſt thou another Father; 
But as Iam, I ſwear whatever Iſſue 
I have by Fauſta, thou ſhalt heir my Power. Wn 
Criſp. Talk not of Power, but tell me of your Love; 
Diſtract me not with theſe ambiguous Anſwers, 
But tell me; ſwear to ſave my Loſs of Reaſon, 
If as you love, you are by Fauſta lov'd. 
Conſt. That I love Fauſta, is as true by Heav'n, 
As I love thee: But whether I am lov'd 
With juſt return, is hard indeed to ſwear : 
Yet, as I — N * Hands 2 4 
Our Lips have ſeal'd, and binding have paſt. 
Crife What Oaths* | a 
« Conſt. Betrothing Oaths. 
Criſp. Oh, all ye Saints! 
Are you contracted too? 
. Conſt. Ah Criſpus, we're contracted. 
Weep not, my San; I ſwear by this Embrace, 


Thou 
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Thou ſhalt not leſs be low d than heretofore. (joy d her? 
Criſp. Betroth'd! Oh.Heav?n ! And have you, Sir, en- 
Conſt. No, Criſpus: That's a Heav'n I have to come» 
Criſp. A Hell! All Hell ! And if not yet enjoy d, 
Let me conjure you by my Mother's Aſhes, t 
| Touch her not for the World. 
, Conſt. What means my Son? | 
? I have decreed to marry her this Night, 
er And taſte the Sweets Aden Joys. 
t, Criſp. By Heav'n, I ſwear thoſe Sweets have poiſon in: 
Bane to your Soul, your Empire, Life and Glory. ('em,, 
Conſt. Take heed, my Criſdar, that you do not wrong. 
I know the hazard of Succeſſion frights thee. (her;. 
Criſp. No: By your ſacred Life, nothing but Honour 
d, Provokes me in the Point: She's falſe, forſworn, 
a! And to my certain Knowledge loves another. 
Oh! therefore touch her not; and, to convince you: 
That Empire could not, work me thus, this Night. 
8 Il turn a Hermit, and. renounce the World. 
Conft. If ſhe be falſe: I know his Temper well; 
And Nature cannot make ſuch Faults o'th"ſudden : 
If ſhe be falſe ! By Heav'n, thou haſt mov'd me, Grifpury, 
But ſpeak the Traitor's Name, who thus has wrong'd me. 
2 Pardon me, Sir, his Name; he could not 
becauſe he knew not: (wrong you, 
ve; Conſt. What? 
Criſp. Vour Love. 
Conſt. His Name, 
There's more in this; his Name, again I charge thee: 
Not only name him, but produce his Perſon; 
Or I ſhall think all Forgery thou haſt ſworn. 
Criſp. O Jet me beg you wed her not to-night,, 
And when I ſee you next I'll tell you more; 
Perhaps betray the innocent to, Death. | 
Conſt. Let that be prov'd; I ſwear he ſhall not die: 
Thou art it ſeems his Friend as well as mine ; 
But look you calm the Tempeſt you have rais'd, 
Or Iwill make thee ſtranger to my Soul. Exit. 
Criſp. ſolus. T am content; if that ſome pitying; 
: Would make me too a Stranger to my ſelf: (Poms 
"hou | f . 
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Her Death and mine, and conſequent Damnation: 


To make his Friend a moſt untimely Grave ? 


Conſtantine the Great. 
But hold my Heart a while, till I have found her. 


Vet there's a lucid Joy in theſe Diſtractions, 
To know he has not bedded her; then had follow'd, 


Yet lett ſhe ſnould conſent, I'll haſte, and warn her; 
When warn'd I'll watch, and if ſhe after yield, 
Thro' Love or Fear, to his inceſtuous Charms, 

1˙II ruſh thro' all, and ſtab her in his Arms. [ Exit. 


ee 


Ac m. SCENE I. 


Enter Annibal and Serena. 

s this your Anſwer then, you cannot 
2 love me? 

93 T histheReward ſor Offersof my Blood, 
And braving a ſtern Father to pre- 


* ſerve you? 
This the Effect of Criſpus Eloquence? 


_ 


For, bear it as you pleaſe, or laugh or grieve, 
will not be a Trauble to you long. 1 
Leren. What ſhall I ſay ? Alas! I might delude you, 


Like other faithleſs Beauties of the Age; Art 
But the Gods fram'd me of fo plain a Temper, Whic 
I cannot hide my Thoughts, tho' to my undoing. This! 
Rut ſomething more there is, if you could bear it, And d 
Ts turn your deſp' rate Love for ever from me. Ari 
Annib. Produce it then; for, what can Nature ſhew Then 
Than Death more dreadful, wilder than Deſpair, (we Ann 
Which now are my Familiars? ' Twer 
Seren. Take it, Sir, Forgi\ 
The only Secret of my wounded Soul. Of wh 
I love, I languiſh, and deſpair like you. For w] 
Annib. What, do you love another? Ari 
Seren. Love him to death, nor does he know I love Ann 
Or if he did, he would not make Return. (him; From 
Annib. Can this be poſſible! but where, where is he ? Twas 
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That I may ruſh with all my Rage upon him, 
And bear him with me to the other World. (him— 

Seren. Not for a Thouſand Worlds; you muſt not hate 

Annib. Plagues ! Curſes on his Head, Rage and De- 
Is this then the Return of all my Vows, (ſpair ! 
To make my ſetting yet more deep in Blood ? 
But give me quick his Quality and Name. (geance ? 

Seren. His Name! what, after ſuch Reſolves of Ven- 
Your Fate and mine ſhould not compel it now. 

Aunib. What, not to ſave my Life! 

Seren. No; for what Life can ſtand in competition, 
When his is threaten'd ? Better you, and I, 
And all the reſt of Human Kind, ſhould periſh, 
Than he, the Maſter-piece of Nature, ſuffer. 
And ſhould you know him, ſpite of your Reſolves, 
Sir, you would kneel and worſhip too like me. 

Annib. Show me the God then, if I muſt adore. 

eren. No, ſince you have ſworn, I ſhould do ill to 
Yet, for his Preſervation, I muſt tell you, (truſt you: 
Whene'er he dies, Serena too ſhall bleed. a 
From the ſame Hand the ſame Diſpatch I crave, ; 
And if at laſt one Monument we have, | 
What Joys can Life compare with ſuch a Grave? [Ex. 


Enter Arius with Criſpus's. Picture. 


Arnnib. Death, Hell, and Furies; if my Sword have 
Which never failed me yet, I'Il find him out, (Charme, 
This Rival God 
And drive im from the World. 

Ari. Ha! goes it there? 

Then to my Taſk! 
Annib. Arias in Contemplation ! 


' Twere worth my while to ſpy : Criſpus's Picture! 


Forgive me, Arius, it I rob your Hand 

Of what's ſo deep ingraven in my Heart. 

For whom this pretty Preſent ? (great Secrets. 
Ari. Your Pardon——The Myſtery is one of Love's 
Annib. Criſpus in Love, and hide it from his Friend! 

From Aunibal, that open'd all to him x 

'Twas much unkind; Arius, I am concern'd: 


And 
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And you muſt tell me where his Heart's engag d, 


Fer I return the Picture. 


Ari. Sir, I am in haſte, | Ha! 
And dare not tell her Name; therefore I beg you: And 
She waits my coming — Good my Lord, ——ſhe loves 2 
To that degree, each Moment's ſlay is Death: Who 
Therefore let me conjure you. | At 
Annib. Thou doſt but raiſe my Admiration more: Whe 
Therefore, your buſineſs, or farewel E. 
Ari. Stay, ſtay ! | A 
My Lord, you are his Friend! yet 'tis a Breach 
Of Truſt: but ſince there is no other help, 
And the fair Miſtreſs of his Heart may pine - But 
To death upon the Loſs; reſtore the Picture, Scull 
And take the Secret, Sir; her Name's Serena. (tects thee, 
Annib. Traitor, thou ly'ſt! and, but thy Robe pro- C- 
Shouldſt feel, even now, th' Effects of my Revenge. And 


Ari. To clear th'Aſperſion, bear it, Sir, your ſelf, 
And to Serena's Face I'll juſtify | 
The Secret of her Love; tho' Criſpus kill me. 

Annib. By Heav'n, thou doſt recal a dreadful Image: 
Of late I met him, &er I made my Viſit 
To her thou haſt nam'd, and aſk'd him of my Love! 
He ſeem'd in haſte, his Anſwers were abrupt; 

His Count'nance fad ; and thus in ſhort return'd, 
Hunt not a Bubble Beauty, like a Boy; 

Fall like a Man, and let your Reſt be Fame 
And fo it ſhall: If what thou ſay'ſt be true, 

III level him with Earth. 

Ari. What ſaid you, Sir? 

Annib. Yet Iwill have more Proof; ſhe ſhall, her ſelf, 
Be witneſs to the Fall of this high Virtue: 

Then Friendſhip to the Winds, like meeting T'ides, 
We'll fight the Tempeſt out, nor give it oder, 
Till one lies daſh'd and broken on the ſhore, [ Exit. 

Ari. Thus far the Devil is the beſt mounted yet, 

And Hereſy at laſt ſhall win the Race. 


 \ 
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Enter Labienus and Eubulus. 


Ha! Labienus here, 
And my Eubulus; we ſhall ſhortly govern. 
ves Labi. IJ met the Emperor of late, alone; 
Who aſk'd for you. 
Ari. Til inſtantly attend him. 
Where is his Son ? 
Eub. I left him with Dalmatius. ; 
Ari. Unloading his ſick Heart upon his Friend. 


Enter Dalmatius and Criſpus. 


But ſee the Maſter Enemy's at hand ; ' 
Sculk to your Poſts, and dive in Miſts away. 

[Exit Ari. Lab. Eub. 
ro- Criſp. Now, my Dalmatius, now thou haſt my Heart, 
| And make good uſe on't, if I ne'er ſee thee more. 

6 By Heav'n, my Friend, I have not hida Point 
| Of that ſad Story that muſt make my Ruin. 
Dalm. Would thou hadſt told me half of it before! 
ge: I might have ſav'd thee many a Sigh and Tear: 
Pray Heav'n no worſe come on't ; but 'tis no Time 
! T'upbraid thee now : What wouldſt thou have me do? 
Criſp. Perſuade my Father from enjoying her: 
For if that be to-night, as once he vow'd, 
Thou ſhalt behold thy Criſpus dead to-morrow. 
Dalm. And what of Fauſta ? 
Criſp. I know not What. 
That ſubtle falſe one, that has thus deceiv'd me, 
And with her Charms enſnar'd my innocent Soul: 
If, But I will hence. 
Dalm. For what? 
Criſp. To execute 
The Vows I made. 
it, Dalm. Go then, and Kill her. 
Criſp. Ha! | 
Dalm. Kill the Adultreſs, this inceſtuous Charmer, 
And have her borne in Triumph to thy Father: 
Then tell thy Tragick Story like a Man; 
And greatly thus atone for both your Crimes, 
en Criſp. 


. 
— — . ER 


— —ͤ ! K 


- — — 
r — V IE om i 


5 40 


Conſtantine the Great. 

Criſp. Farewell: I'll find another Way to end her. 

Dalm. Tongue- Kill her, go; or ſwear, and be forſworn, 
Thou ne er wilt ſee her more. Heav'n ! that a Man 
Born to the Empire of the World, ſhould dote 


On {ach ſlight Stuff as Woman 
Criſp. See my Father, 


Look thou to him, as Vil be guard on her. 


Inceſt! Diſhonour! to all future Ages 
Think, — think on that — and puſh him from his Ruin, 


[Exit. Crifpus. | 


Enter Conſtantine ard Silveſter. 


Conſt. What ſay the People to the Rumour ſpread 
Of my new Contract? 
Sitv. All the Chriſtians mourn, 
And ſicken in their Souls, as if Heav'n warn'd 
The Earth of ſome unheard Calamity : 
The Heathens cn the other ſide rejoice, 
And cry, a Perſecution is at hand. 


Conſt. No matter, to the Point; knowſt thou the 


Whom Fauſta loves? (Man 


Silu. I told you, Sir, before, 

I would be dumb for ever on this Theme. 

Conſt. Vet this implies thou know'it, but wilt not ſhow 
All know him, all, ail but he that ſhould; (him: 
For Criſpus has confeſs'd, | 
Yet hides the Name. — But I'll find out one, 

Leſs meriting Reſpect, whom Racks ſtall force. 

Dalm. If you intend your Empire's Safety, Sir, 
Caſt Faufta from your Boſom, turn her out; 

Away with her —far let her be exi'd, 
With all her Race; for Death is in her Beauty. 

Cort. My Brother offer this! 


Death in her Beauty ? 


Dalm. Violent, tudden Death; 
Death to your Health, and Ruin to your Glory. 
Conft. Perhaps he is the Man, her Lover! yes; 
And thus conceals his Flame with covert Rage: 
For elſe what cauſe could thus provoke his Paſſion? 


What is the Publick Intereſt here concern'd ? : 
Their 
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Their N or their Joys, which with a Nod 
in. 


My Power can huth. By Heav'athere's more at bottom, 
And I will find it out; their Looks betray 'em: | 
Prieſt, Princes, all engag'd ; and for ſome great one. 


Enter Arias. 


But hold here comes my Man!] Brother, I've thought, 
And will conſider further what you urg'd 
Againſt my Wife. | 
Dalm. We leave you to Heav'ns Care, 
And with you to beware that waiting Fiend. 
[Ex. Dalm. Silv. 
Conſt, So, now your Buſineſs, Arius? 
Ari. Sir. 
Conſt. Your Buſineſs ? - 
The Coaſt is clear; be your Confeſſion ſo; 
And ſpeak what all the Court have ſworn to hide. 


Ari. Sir, Labienus gave me your Commands, 


That I ſhould wait. 

Conſt. Doſt thou dally with me? 
Thou know'lt the leaſt of thy enormous Crimes 
Deſerve a lengthen'd Death: 'I'hink on thy Treaſon, 
Atheiſm, Blaiphemies again{ the Higheſt ; 
Think on the purpos'd Murder of my Brother, 
Wrought by thy Charms, thou damn'd one: Aſter this, 
Let thy affrighted Soul deſpiſe my Wrath, 
And if ſhe . be dumb to my Demands. 

Ari. What mult I anſwer? 

Conſt. Give me Truth for Truth, 
Once more then; and this Warning be thy laſt, 
Show me the Robber of my Heart's Repoſe, 
Friend to my Criſpus, but his Father's Foe; 
The conqu'ring Rival of my raviſh'd Love. 

Ari. What, has your Son reveal'd ? 

Conſt. He fays ſhe's falfe, but tells me not to whom; 
Swears ſhe's orſworn; and when I ſee him next, 


I ſhall know more. 


Ari. What if you never ſee him? 

Conſt. Why doſt thou ſtart a Queſtion fo. unlikely? 

Ari. I cannot think he will betray his Friend; Fr 
e 
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He who betrays his Friend, betrays himſelf ; - *Oltn 
And rather than do that, I judge he'll leave And 
Your Sight, the Empire, and his Love for ever. I've. 
Conft. Love, Arius ! ha! his Love! What Love? To Was 
Ari. Why Loveto you: (whom? W Atle 
What other Love ſhould Criſpus entertain? Co 
He has no Miſtreſs, ſure ! | But t 
Conſt. Thou ſeem'ſt to hint To n 
As if he had; mark thy foregoing Words: From 
He who betrays his Friend, betrays himſelf: Both 
By Heav'n! thou haſt ſet my anxious Soul a-work. Ar 
For when thou ſaid'ſt, he has no Miſtreſs, fure—— But fi 
Thy Meaning was, to make me think he had; Cor 
And that this Miſtreſs could be none but Fauſta. Ar, 
Ari. I hope, dread Sir, you will not wreſt my Words, MW Cor 
And innocent Thoughts, to any evil Purpoſe. (Traitor, Ar, 

| we 4 What, at your Tricks again? be quick my Upon 
And ipread at once thy double Heart before me; Cor 
Doſt thou not judge my Son his Father's Rival ? Both 


Ari. If you would know my Heart, indeed I do. For h 
Conſt. Why, what a Devil wert thou then to deny't? MW If thy 


So pitifully play the Hypocrite ! | Not a 
And ſcrue that lying Face into a ſhow With 
Of Innocence, | Not t 
When Nature ſtampt thee for a Villain! | Wher 
Ari. Forgive me, Sir, if I avow 'twas Fear, To m 
Not Villany, that made me hide my Thought. Ari 
Conſt. All Fear, but Fear of Heav'n, betrays a Guilt; Con 
And Guilt is Villany. But let thy Fear Ari 
Produce what paſt betwixt the wicked Pair; To ſe: 
Shew me th' Adultreſs and Adulterer | The | 
Where, how, and when, this Inceſt was committed, Con 
Who was the Inſtrument, and curſed Bawd But ſer 
And damn'd Contriver of their horrid Joys. Bear h 
Ari. O Heav'n! And ſ⸗ 
Conſt. O Hell! for there ſhalt thou be hurl'd, Ari. 
And roaſt in Sulphur, if thou not tell me all; If ſhe 
Thou, who perhaps thy ſelf wert the Contriver, Nor w 
The Bawd I nam'd, and Inſtrument of their Luſt. About 


Ari. Hold, Sir! and I'll confeſs ; I've ſeen your Son, 
Oftner 


To 
m? 


wilt; 


d, 


r Son, 


Jftner 


*Oſiner than I have wiffrd, attend your Fauſta. 
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And ſeen him late from her Apartment come; 
Pre heard him praiſe her long, and when the Praiſe 
Was finiſh'd, figh, that he durſt praiſe no longer; 
At leaſt I thought ſo, but my Thought's no Proof. 
Conſt. No, Arius, not enough for Criſþus' Death: 
But there's enough to turn my Spirit from him, | 
To make me loath his Form ; when next we meet, 
From head to foot to meaſure him with my Eye, 
Both as an Object of my Scorn and Hate. 
Ari. That Love has paſt betwixt 'em, is paſt doubt, 
But for enjoying 
Conſt. Know ſt thou aught of that ? 
Ari. Not I, by Heav'n ! 
Conſt. Why didſt thou ſtart it then? 
Ari. Sir, to be ſatisfy'd, what you wou'd do, 
Upon the Demonſtration. 
Conſt. Both ſhou'd bleed, 
Both die, as ſure as we are living, Arius ; 
For him, *twere Sacrilege to think to ſave him, 
If thus he has tranſgreſs'd ; not then my Vows, 
Not all the Conqueſts of his Blooming Years, 
With my whole Empire's Knees and lifted Hands; 
Not the Remembrance of his Mother's Tears, 
When on her Death-Bed ſhe bequeath'd his Safety | 
To my beſt Care and Love, ſhall once redeem him. | 
Ari. What ſhall be done to him that finds the Truth? 
Conſt. Reward and Honour. He ſhall be my Friend. 
Ari. I aſk no more; henceforth I'm yours; 
To ſearch, tho' at the peril of my Life, 
The bottom of this Buſineſs. 
Conſt. Say and do - 


— 2 — — —— 


But ſend my Wardrobe now to Fauſta's Side, 
Bear her the Diadem, with Stile of Empreſs; 
And ſay this Nig I bed her. 
Ari. That will prove her 
If ſhe refuſe, you know Sir what to judge. 
Nor would it be amiſs to break di ſcourſe | 
About your Son, and fift her ſubtle Soul. | 
Conſt. I apprehend thee ; but as I commanded—— 0 
Away 1 


| 4 P 
44 Conſtantine the Great. 
Away—Oh Conſtantine! Vet e er this Search, { Ex.Ari, 
Whatever comes, remember he's thy Son; 

Son of thy Love, and once was next thy Soul. 

But as the beſt are worſt, when once corrupted, 

If he has ſinn'd at all, he has finn'd to Death; 

The Thought diſtracts me; Heav'n remove this Trou- 
Or I ſhall run to my old Gods again. (ble, 
But huſh a while: I'll bear my Paſſion cold, 

PI curb it while the Reins of Reaſon hold. 

But if they break, then Nature, where's thy Call ? 
Be deaf to Reaſon, Nature, Judgment, All 
The Precipice is Fate; and if we roll, 
The Fault is theirs that fool'd us with a Soul. [ Exit. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Criſpus auith a Dagger, and Fauſla. 


Fauſt. Hold, hold thy Hand | 
Crißp. Think not I meant to kill thee———— 

No, thou Seducer, were thy Stains more deep, 
Think not Deſpair and Rage cou'd fo unman me 
To hurt a Woman. Yet thou ſhalt hear me, Fau/a: 
And if the Story of thy Crimes can kill thee, 

PI lay thy Wounds wide open to the Air; 
Diſplay the Perjuries of thy bleeding Heast, 
And to thy Inceſt, add at laſt a Murder. | 

Fauſt. Stab with thy Dagger then; but let thy 
Deſtroy no more. | | (Tongue 

Criſp. O all ye Powers, who that had known laſt Night 
The Joys which I have known, could once have thought 
Who that had heard her Vows, when on my Breaſt, (it 
Weary'd with Oaths, and out of breath with Kiſſes, 
She panting ſwore ! and wiſh'd Deſtruction ſeize her, 
If ſhe were not-content, ſo one Night more 
Her raviſh'd Soul like that might entertain, 

To live her Miſeries and palt Life again. 

, Fauſt. By all thoſe Powers you name, and by your 
Il iſl ſo ſtill. . b (own, 
Criſp. Vet at that very Minute 
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When thus ſhe ſwore, to know ſhe was forſworn, 
Conſcious her Faith was plightcd to another ! 

And who that other pick'd trom all Mankind, 

To make her more abhorr'd, but my own Father? 

Fauſt. What, Load on Lcad? 

Criſp., Her violated Hands 
Were plighted fait with his, and Kiſſes paſt——— 

Fauſt. Hold, hold, and let my Tears atone, my 
Or ſink upon the Earth. (Lord, 

Criſp. The Center, Faufla, 

The Center cannot hide thee from the Horrors 

Of thy own Conſcience, which are my Avengers: 

And whereſoe'er thou fly'ſt, ſhall follow thee 3 
With inward Hells, for the baſe Wrong thou 'aſt done 

Fauſt. O Criſpus ! never, never, wilt thou end? (me. 

Criſþ. By Heav'n! I know thy damnable Deſign: 
Thou haſt this Night contriv'd to ruin Nature, | 
To make the Angels ſick with ſuch a Crime, 

As equals her's that firſt betray'd the World. 

Fauſt. Vil ſtop thee with my Kiſſes ! 

Criſb. Off, Crocodile 

Fauſt. Why ule thy Ponyard then. 

Criſb. Nor that, nor this. 

[ had deſign'd, *tis true, to tab my ſelf ; 

But ſecond Thoughts inſtruct me thus to haunt thee ; 
Like an eternal Fiend to follow thec ; 

To hollow ſtill Damnation in thy Ear, 

And hinder thee from Inceſt with my Father. 

Ob horrid Thought! 

Faufl. Oh horrid Thought indeed ! 

Criſp. Why does it not poſlets thee ! | 
Tou fair inſinuating Snake! wouldſt thou then gild thy 
dear on my Ponyard, ſwear, and damn thy ſelf, (Poiſon ? 
Thou haſt not plotted, as this Night, to twiſt ; 
Thy inceſtuous Arms about my Father's Neck! 

Fauſt. Yes, I will ſwear. But let me lean my Head 


Againit thy Breaſt, while I recover Breath: 


For I am faint with Groans, : 
Criſp. Oh Heart! Oh Love! 
dhe graſps ſo hard, and locks ſo with her Charms, 
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T cannot put her from me! Fauſta, is't 
Is it then poſſible thou can'ſ mandy oy : 


So good at leaſt, as being thus gone in Si Ari. 
To go no further? p 28 We But yo 
Haſte, 


| Fauſt. Let me ſwear, | 

For I will face the Gods in ſuch a Cauſe; 

And ſtanding on the Guard of Innocence, 

Swear, all I've done was but th' Effect of Love. Tour! 
Criſp. Again thou'rt fallen; for thou art Gui 

Of impious Treaſon, and inceſtuous 2 


Fauſt. lam not, Criſpus. 4 [ hear 
Criſp. Ha! not guilty, Faufla ? Cri) 
Rs 1 | Fau, 
Fauſt. Hold, „not guilty to my Criſpus. Cri) 
Fall 10 to rage again, 1 er Or ſca 
I was compell'd to be contracted to him; Tau, 
Not wedded, nor _ | Again 
Criſp. Why didſt thou hide thy Contract? Cri/ 


| Fauſt. Becauſe it was forc'd by Fear; nor did I dare 
4 Reveal it to thee, e er I had thee ſure: | 
So much I lov'd thee, Criſpbus. 
Criſp. But what hadſt thou decreed to do to-night, 
This fatal Night, if that the Emperor 
Had {worn to enjoy thee ? 
Fauſt. Stop him with my Tears; 


| Or if they fail'd, to dam his Paſſion thus, Con 
i And ſheath this hidden Ponyard in my Heart. Art. 
1 Criſp. Is't poſſible thou ſnouldſt fo greatly dare? Con 
| Fauſt. Ves, * thou ſhalt ſee, by what's to come: Ari 
” Oh! therefore take me to thy Breaſt, and ſwear —— Con) 
i Criſp. Swear firſt thy ſelf, he never ſhall poſſeſs thee. i £* 
f Fauſt. What needs an Oath after poſſeſſing thee ? Con, 
Criſp. Yet, for the Satisfaction of my Soul, 

And Cement of our everlaſting Loves, What 

| Swear thou wilt never. . What, 
Fauſt. Never, Criſpus, never. . Am I 

By Heav'n and Earth, by all that's great and holy, Blood) 

I ſwear thy Father never ſhall embrace me. As thy 
Criſp. What, never! Oh yetcloſer! never, Fauſfa! „ 
Fu, 


Fauſft. By all this Dearneſs, never Criſpus, never. 
f | mY Enter 


are 


t, 
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Enter Arius. 5 

Ari. What Faults are gone and paſt, it matters not: 
But you had beſt beware of what's to come 

Haſte, Sir, away. See there the Bed's prepard 

Scene draws. 


The Diadem ; and Name of 1 given 
Your Father's at my heels! hark ! you are warn'd. 


Soft Mufick. 


[ hear him come, and wiſh you, Sir, away. [Ex. Arius? 
Criſp. Oh Fauſfta ! | 
Fauſt. Take no thought. 

Criſb. If he ſhould charm thee, 

Or ſcare thee to Compliance 
Fauſt. That Diſtruſt 

Again! by Heav'n Þ ll die before he enters. 

Criſp. a = my Heart! my Life, my Love, 
my Soul: 

PII 1 hazard all——but hark! he comes. 

would adviſe——Live, if thou canſt with Honour 

If not — he's here, fall, and I'll follow thee. 

[Exit Criſpus, 


* Re-enter Arius with Conſtantine. 


Conſt. Ha, Arius ! ſee'ſt thou there? 
Ari. Criſpus, I think. | 
Conſt. Didſt thou not ſee him? 
Ari. Yes. 
Conſt. Why doſt thou then ſuppoſe it but by Thought? 
Ari. Becauſe I do not like his being here. 
Conſt. Nor I, by Heav'n! withdraw, and wait my 
Call. [Arius retires. 
What now, my Fauſta! ha! in Tears my Fair! 
What, on thy wedding Night? Why doit thou fly me? 
Am I a Raviſher ? Howe'er reputed 
Bloody in Fields, in Chambers I am gentle 
fs thy own Thoughts. | 
Therefore let our Vows be ſeal'd, and then to Bed. 
_ Fauſt, What ſaid you, Su? 
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Conjt. Why, to Bed my Love, 
And hide thy Virgin Fears: Thou wilt be bolder there, 
| Fauſt. Alas! I dare not. 
Conſt. Why? 
_ Fauſt. I've ſworn, my Lond. 
Conſt. What, and to whom ? 
Fauſt. To Heav'n I've ſworn, 


 Howeer contracted, that I will not wed y you. 


Conſt. When? 

Fauſt. Not to- night. 

Conſt. When then? 
Fauſt. Preſs me no further, 


For I can only anſwer with my Tears. 


Conſt. Speak, for I'll know th' Extremity to-night— 
Why then to-morrow ; but by Heav'n no longer; 
For now I've {worn too. 

Fauſt. But I vow'd firit ; 

And ſwear again to keep that Vow till Death. 
To-morrow and to-morrow, add to thoſe 
Ten Millions moge. You never ſhall embrace me— 

Conſt. Is't poſſible! after thy Faith was given! 

Fauſt. Not given, but by a Conqueror ccmpell'd. 

Conſt. And haſt thou rightly ſcann'd the Conqueror“ 
Ha Fau/ta! haſt thou plac'd thy Father's Fate (Rage? 


Before thy Eyes? and thought upon thy own ? 


Fauſt. Juſt to your purpoſe: I'm x; {AAR for Death, 
Rather than entertain you in my Be 

Therefore if you ſet down t' enjoy me, Sir, 

Or doom me dead, upon the Earth I beg you 


To ſpeak your Will, and Fau/te ſhall rev enge you. 


This Ponyard ftrait ſhall a& your vow'd gs 
And take her from the World 

Conſt. Riſe, Fauſta, riſe 
By Heav'n I find *tis vain to ſtrive againſt thee . 
Take then what more thou valu'ſt than the Werld, 
And what, in ſpite of me, the Fates ordain thee 
My Criſpus for thy Love | 

Fauſt. Ah, Sir, what mean you? 

Conſt. Why wouldſt thou ftrive to hide what Nature 


a Arins. and Silveſter, know it: (8 he 
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And over-wrought me, for my Empire's Safety, 
To this great Act, o-vighd. Gigs to wit Son. 7.40 
Fauft. Did Arias too? No ſure, they rather wrought 
To yield me to my Grave | (you 
Conſt. No; to my Throne: 
Already *tis ; a my Ce/ar weds thee ; 
Not but I own I came to work thee from him. 
But ſince not Death itſelf can daunt thy Love, 
Forbid it Heav'n, that I - gy" break ſuch Union. 
Haſte, Arias! call m 2 Son. Tl give him. now; 
Now, while my Reaſon lets me ſee my Dotage. 
How ill ſuch Autumn ſuits thy Beauty's Spring ! 
But haſte, and bring him while the Heat is on me ; 
For I will have you wedded in my Preſence : | 
And if thy Heart conſent to make a turn,  - 
As ſtrange as kind, this Night he ſhall enjoy thee. 
Fayft. Oh Heav'n, inſtruct my Frailty what to anſwer! 
Can 0. real, Sir? Is't © poſlible 
Council know it, and confirm the Order. 
70. Ke ip pee hen wer | 
— Why thus repeated ? 
Fauſt. And you approve it ? 
Conft. Cant thou doubt me till ? | 
Fauſt. No, I will own, Sir, fince you approve * 
Own it to Death, Fe NI op noe | 


— O 8 12 
hat now? He turns away! 

* eu "Gods Im loft, undone, r 1. 
Undone for ever! Crifpus is 05.0900 | 1 
The innocent * — Cn 

Conft. Guil ty Criſpus,— 
And zul Fasfia? G uilty both to Death ; 7 
put moſt my Son, who wrought thee to this Ruin. ba 

Fauſt. O ſay not ſo. Twas Fauſta wrought your Son — 
And over-low 4 him, to his own Deſtruction. 

Therefore as you are powerful, be juſt. 
and let the Stroke of Vengeance light on me. 
but, Sir, for him | | 

Conſt. For him! each Syllable - 

Thou plead'ſt in his behalf but wings his Death. 


Vol. II. L Faaft. 
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Fauſt. By the juſt Heav'ns! and by the Saint that bore 


By your Religion, Sir, I do conjure you, (you, 

Spare, ſpare his Innocence— . — 1. 
Conſt. If thou conſent, Pp 

That I this Night ſhall wed thee. F 
Fauſt. Wed me, Conſtantine ? | T 


Conſt. Fauſta, why not? | 
Art thou enjoy'd already, married? Speak, confeſs, D. 
That I may pardon thee——— FERN 

Fauſt. What you know, you know; 

You have betray'd me once, but ſhall no more: 
More! there's no more, but that I love your Son; 
And whether he loves me, the Gods can tell. 

I know the natural Goodneſs of your Temper, 
Howe'er tranſported, will not let you kill him. 
Therefore I leave you | 
Conf. Stay, and tell me when, | N 
When I may hope Love's Conſummation fure ? 
Fauſt. When you behold me wedded to your Son, 

As you engag'd, and paſs'd your Royal Word; 
When after many rolling Years I bring you 

A Race of ſmiling Boys to bleſs Jour Age, 

To play about your Throne, and be your Cz/ar: : 

Then may your Happineſs compleated be, 


Then may your Eyes the Conſummation fee : 
But never hope for other Joys from me. [ Ex.Fauſta. 
Conſt. What, Arius ! help, and free me from this Plunge 
Of Love and Nature. She loves, ſhe loves to Death; 
And though ſhe hides it, is belov'd again. | 
Ari. What's your Reſolve? To give her to your Son! 
Conſt. No, Arius; firſt I'll give her to the Grave, 
Reſign my Empire: All 
Ari. Then Criſpus dies 
Conf. If he has not enjoy'd her, he ſhall live: 
For that I -lov'd him once, is full as true, 
As that, tho' now he has finn'd, I cannot hate him. 
But if enjoy'd ! how ſhall I find it out ? 
T'll ſeize, and rack him. | 
Ari. How, Sir, rack your Son! IN 
Conſt. By Heav'n, twas well remembred by —_— 
4 | ere- 


— 


on, 
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Therefore I ſwear thou ſhalt be rack'd thyſelf. 
Ari. Who, I, my Lord? 
Conſt. Ay, Villain, Traytor, thon ! 
T'll rack the Racker, till I find it out: 
For my miſgiving Heart ſays, thou know'ſt more: 
Therefore when next I ſee thee, bring me proof 
She's not enjoy'd, her Vows and Virtue clear : 
Do't, or thy Death ſhall teach ſucceeding Kings * 
No more by falſe Reports to be abus d, 
But ſtrait confront th Accuſer with th' Accus'd ; 
To 2 the Treaſons urg'd againſt the Throne, 
Or ſhow the Sycophants that ſet em on: 
So ſhall the Sovereign Pow'r unclouded ſway, c 


ST 


When ſuch Court-Devils ſhun the glorious Ray, 
And drive like Fogs before the riſing Day. [ Eæeunt. 


D D D e οο e 
Ac T IV. SCENE I. 


Enter Annibal and Serena. 


Amb. HEN you confeſs you did beſpeak the 


Picture ? 

Gods! and you own you love him ! love the Traitor! 

Seren. Call him not Traytor, Arnibal, he who ſpoke 
The kindeſt things of you. 

Annib. Wondrous kind! 
Accurſt Diflember ! that could ſpeak for me, 
But acted for himſelf. | 

Seren. Juſt contrary. 
For when by Signs, which Paſſion could not hide, 
let him know my Love, he turn'd away, | 
dhaking his Head, as loth to underſtand me. 
Anger and Pity combating in his Face, | 
And with his Bluſhes taught Serena Shame. (ſhip ! 
. Annib, Shameleſs himſelf, and Traytor to my Friend- . 
For all I've heard, your Love has forg'd to ſave him. 

L 2 Seren. 
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In the moſt melting Terms, and ſweeteſt Words 
That Heart could think, or Friendſhip could invent: 


Though Conqueſt waits my Sword, I ſwear to die, 


And laugh indeed at my ridiculous Fortune. 


Expect me in your Bed, a Corſe of Clay, 


_ Criſpus already is in love with Fauſta—- 


Seren. Heav'n knows tis true! nothing was left unſaid, 
To his own Diſgrace, and your immortal Honour: 


My Ye Mes ys 


Therefore forgo, my Lord, this fruitleſs Paſſion, 
And ſpeak for Criſpus, as he ſpoke for you. 
Annib. Iwill; and ſpeak ſo loud the Gods ſhall hear me: 
There! take his Picture, feed your hungry Paſſion, 
*Till with my Sword I carve another Feaſt, 
To glut your fatal Eyes 
Seren. Hold; whither go you? | 
And what fierce Purpoſe has your Heart in hand? 
Annib. I'll tell thee, and if poſſible force a Warmth 
In that cold Breaſt, kindle a #2 0k Spark 
In that inhoſpitable Land of Love; | 
And never ſee thee more— I go to die, 
To blot my Youth and Glory from the World; 


And make thee ſport with my untimely Fall. 
Seren. To die! by whom? for what? 
Annib. For love of thee. 

But if I ſuffer by the Hand of Cri _ 

And Perjury ſhould protper in my Ruin, 

Then you may revel in each other's Arms' 


Yet if revenging Ghoſts have power to riſe, 
Expect me at the Riat of your Joys, 

With hollow Eyes to ſtare you in the Face; 

At Midnight, ſook to have your Curtains drawn; 


To cla(p your trembling Limbs with cold Embraces, 

And print my gelid Kiſſes on your Lips: 

So to revenge my Death upon your Scorn, 

And groan about you 'till the dawning Morn. [ Exit. 
Seren. Stay—and TÞ'11 tell thee; 'tis impoſlible, — 


He's gone to the execution of his Purpoſe— 
And Criſpus muſt be ſlain; why then my Hour 


Of Fate is come, What's that to Criſpus Murder : | 
| 69 
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He's gone to fight ; perhaps not give him leave, 
But take the Innocent at unawares: | 
Halte after him, and by thy own Deſtruction 


Prevent both Ruins. Follow the Fate that wafts thee, 
And let no Interrupter croſs thy Paſſage. Exit. 


Enter Conſtantme, Silveſter, and Dalmatius. 


Conſt. Were you both Fathers, and in love like me, 
Ino more doubt what you would put in Act, 
Than now I doubt myſelf, who am reſolv'd 

Dalm. On what ? 

Conſt. On Death. 

Silv, Of whom? 

Conſt. Of any Man 
That knows, yet hides this ſecret Treaſon from me. 

Dalm. Has Criſpas own'd he loves her? 

Conſt. Yes, in effect: 2 
For when I firſt reveal'd this Contract to him, 

He ſtopt me from enjoying her with Oaths. 

He knew her falſe, forſworn: to whom? to him; 
To him himſelf : for this laſt Night I prov'd; 
Drawing the Secret from her by a Wile, 

Which ſhe before as craftily conceal'd. 

Dalm. But have you marry'd and enjoy'd her, Sir? 

Conſt. O no; the Ceremonies and the Dues, 
Without a Bluſh, were frontleſly deny'd ; 

In all the heat of boiling Love deny'd ; 

Not only from poſſeſſing her that Night, 

But, matchleſs Impudence ! deny'd tor ever. 
Now judge if *tis not fit I ſhould let go 

The ſtruggling Thunder, and deftroy 'em both. 

Dalm. Not both,— for yet you have not heard your 
Hear him but plead — Son; 

Goa Then let him plead in time. [Ex. Dalm. 
The Bolts are brandiſh'd, and *twill be too late 
To lift his blaſted Hands, when I have hurl'd. 

div. How far, Sir, would your utmoſt Search extend? 

Conſt. To know if actually they have embrac'd | 
Lach other, as in Will th' have done already, 

L 3 Si ly» 
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Silv. Be not too haſty in your Anſwer, Sir; 

If I ſhould aſk, what then, what then muſt follow? 

Conſt. Death certain, on the inſtants imminent Death 
Death; and I ſwear, not all the Gods ſhall fave him. 

Silv. Ruin of Piety J. Not all the Gods | 
That your Religion? 

Conft. Oh! forgive me, Saint, 
am eaten up with Paſſion: So o'erwrought  . 

With racking Love, I knew not what I ſaid. 
But if he has enjoy'd her, by that Power 
Whom thou remember'ſt well, I now adore, . 
His Death muſt waſh th'inceſtuous Guilt away. 

S:ilv. Not Inceſt, Sir. | | 

Conſt. Not if he has enjoy'd her? | 

Sitv. No; for to prove the Guilt compleated Inceſt, 
You muſt have married and enjoy'd her firſt. 

Conft. True; but what makes his Crime deſerving 
More than imputed Treaſon, Inceſt, all,  [Death, 
All Faults by Art and Nature join'd in one: 

If he has touch'd her, ſhe muſt ne'er be mine; 
And that's a Cauſe ſo pointing to his Fate, 
That Death's their due that offer to excuſe him. 
Silv. He comes - I'm filenc'd. Nature, now or never. 


Enter Criſpus and Dalmatius. 


Criſp. O Emperor! for I dare not call you Father, 
Behold me at your Feet, prepar'd for Death. 
Conſt. O Criſpus! for I muſt not call thee Son, 
Juſtice ſurveys thee as a Criminal: 
But riſe and ſpeak ; plead like a Man for Life. 
Come on, and look thy Father in the Face; 
I call thee 'Fraitor, and I'll prove thee one, 
Who impiouſly, for all my former Love, 
Haſt dar'd to violate my ſacred ect. 
Now anſwer, Criminal. What canſt thou ſay, 
That Sentence ſhould not paſs upon thy Treaſon ? 
Criſp. Moſt awful Emperor, my Judge and Father 
Father, alas! I would have offer'd firſt, 
But ſince you are not pleas'd it ſhould be fo, 


Fll do as Criminals uſe, and you command; 
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Thus plead my Innocence at your Judgment-Bar. 
If either, Sir, I ſaw or lov'd link, 
You were the only Cauſe, twas you that ſent me: 
So far from once but hinting thus your Contract, 
You told me, Sir, her Fate was yet in doubt: 
Which made me wonder when I ſaw the Virgin, 
So innocent, ſo beautiful, ſo young : #43 
Which Charms did more my Admnration move; 
Wonder begot my Pity, that my Love. . 
Conft. But if I told you that her Fate was doubtful, 
I told you too, ſhe was a Foe to Rome; 
Therefore, to think of loving her was Treaſon. N 
Criſp. If Love be Treaſon, Sir, I own I am guilty ; 
Guilty indeed, becauſe it was a Fault ws a 
In any Caſe to wed without your Knowledge: 
But yet I hop'd, in time you might forgive me; 
And ſo my Conſcience tells me ſtill you would, 
Had you not been engag'd your ſelf before. 
Conſt. Rebellion, not thy Pardon, was thy Thought: 
Tf otherwiſe, how canſt thou anſwer, Traitor, 
For not confefling all when firſt I met thee 
Cr: Pardon me, Sir, for that I had done too, 
Had you not told me firſt you were betrotb dd. 
I durſt not tempt your Wrath. * : 
Conſt. How cloſely, Traitor! haſt thou then enjoy'd 
Criſþ. Can you forgive me? (her? 
Conſt. No, by this ſhaking Fleſh, 4 
Tho' there my Mother knee d too b thy fide; 4 
If thou haſt touch'd her, Death and Curſes on thee. 
Criſþ.Oh by thoſe Knees and Hands which I muſt hold, 
Racks, "ak" and Death ; but not your Curſes, Sir. 
Conſt. If thou wouldſt have my Bleſſing, ſwear, then. 
Thou haſt not enjoy'd her. : (\wear 
Criſp. Swear then to A me. 
Conſt. Forgive thee, Villain! if thou haſt poſſeſt her, 
Speak, or be curſt. | 


Criſp. I will ; but give me time. a0 Bs 
Sd al- 


Conſt. Let go. What time? Thou haſt c 
By that Demand; I ſwear thou haſt enjoy'd her. b 
L 4 Criſps 
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. Criſp. Swear not, and I'll confeſs this Moment, 
Conft. What! | ; x 
Criſp. O Heav'n, | 
What if your Son has plighted holy Vows? 
Conſt. Why then I make that Vow and Marriage vain, 
Therefore, if thou haſt not embrac'd her yet, 
I charge thee on my Bleſſing, never hope it, 
Nor never think of loving her again 
Criſp. Impoſſibilities! Were you a God, 
And doom'd me thus, I could not, Sir, obey you : 
For I have ſworn to love her while I have Lite ; 
And if I love her, I muſt hope Enjoyment. | 
Conſt. Death then and Curſes on thy Diſobedience ! 
Off Villain! Traitor! grovel there on Earth. 
What, are you Plotters too? Nay, then 'tis time 
To haſte his Ruin. Ruin is thy Doom; 
And wing'd with all my Curſes it ſhall come. 
| [Ex. with Dalm. and Silveſter. 
Criſp. Dalmatius and Silvefter ! Call him back, 
And I'll renounce my Love: Heav'n, tis too much! 
But hark! I hear a Voice cry, Criſpus come, 
Come to the thoughtleſs Grave where all is ſtill. 
It ſhall be ſo: Up then, and fall a Man. 
Come forth, thou Miniſter of others Fates, 
And be thy Maſter's now! Where art thou, Fauſta? 
Where is my Love to cloſe my dying Eyes? 
| Enter Annibal. 
Annib. Ha, Traitor! art thou then prepar'd for Death? 
Criſp. Yes Annibal, I will receive it calmly, 
From any Hand but thine. What have I done, 
That he ſhould call me Traitor? | 
Annib. Guard thy elf, 
Or elſe by Heav'n thou dy'ſt. _ 
Criſp. Hold. Is't poſſible ? fo quickly? 
Can the Deſire of Empire loſe a Friend? 
My Father I offended, but not thee; 
Execute then the Ruin which he dooms, 
Ungrateful Man. I will not make Defence, 
But ſpread my Arms d embrace the Death he ſends me. 


Annib. 
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Aunib. What thou deſerv'ſt from him I neither know 
Nor care, reſolv'd upon my own Revenge; | 


Not but.I think the Man who did his Friend 


So horrible a Wrong as thou haſt done, 

Is fit for any Miſchief. Therefore guard thee. | 
Criſp. Never to fight with thee ;. not tho' my Father 

Should grant my Love. Therefore I ſheath my Sword. 
ys Traitor, Coward. | 
Criſp. O Annibal, I know I am no Traitor; 

And thou, whoſe Life I have ſo. oft preſer v d, 

Know'ſt but too well I am no Coward. | 
Annib. Draw, , e 

Draw then, or periſh. By the Gods T'II Kill thee, 

Be what thou wilt; and take this to provoke thee. 

[Strikes him with his Sword. 

Criſp. Well, Annibal. Tis well. Thou haſt done well. 

Yet thus much Villany am T content to bear. 

No longer, Oh ungrateful, for thy ſake, 

Who injur'ſt me, yet will not tell the Cauſe. 

But for thy noble Father I will ſpare thee,. 

Spare thee thus far; ſo thou reſolve to leave me. 
Annib. Not yet ? Why then another. 
Criſþ. But the next - _ IE 

te mine: Humanity can bear no further. [Annib. alli. 
Annib. J have my Death: and now my Heart relents-- 
Criſb. Cut off my Han”, 5 
Annib, Criſpus, thou hait wrong'd me. 
Criſp. S how, and where. 


Enter Serena. 
Annib. See, ſhe comes to tell thee, 


Serena, oh Serena F 

Criſp. Gone for ever! 

Seren. Oh, never to return! and I, alas, 
Who could not love again, the wretched Cauſe.? 

Criſp. The curſed Cauſe. 

deren. Call me not curſed, Criſps, 
Who think no NN to thy: Love. 

Criſp. Wert thou a Man, by Heav'n ſuch Love I bear- 
| think that I ſhould ſeek thee thro' the World. (thee, 
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To give thee Death —— ; 
Seren. Take then the Death you threaten, 

Prepare to ſuffer by a 2 — Hand. | 
nt» Kill me, and Pl] we. da thee AnnibaPs Death; 
But take this Sword, yet reeking in his Blood, 
And thruſt it thro' my Heart. | 
Seren. Yet hold, Serena: 1 
What will become of him when thou art ſlain? 
Kill himſelf laſt, and that I would prevent. 
Criſp. Why doſt thou ſtay ? | 


Enter Silveſter. | 

| | | (hear us. 
Silwv. Criſput, I come to tell thee, thy Father will not 
Seren. Take theſe Swords, Si/vefter ; bear em hence 

Without Reply——or Criſpus kills himſelf-— Away. 
Sitv. Criſpus Death 55 

I thank thee Heav'n that ſent me to preſerve him. [ Exit. 
Criſp. Why haſt thou thus delay'd my Ruin? 
Seren. To make thy Torments laſting; 

Live, that my Ghoſt and Annibal's may haunt thee: 

Tet when I come, believe, for all my 'Threatnings, 

My Soul ſhall ſeek thee in a gentle Form; 

Court thee to Cells, and to the Garden Shade, 

And tell thee there, what Love with us is made; 

What Fires the Fiends for wilful Murder make ; 

And what my Spirit ſuffers for thy fake. 

But hark! I'm call'd——behold the Dead awake. 

They waft me, Criſpus, to the ſleepy Shore, 

And I ſhall never, never ſee thee more. [Ex. Seren. 
Criſp. She's gone, and takes the means of Death too 

from me. | 

So, what's the next? What have the Fates to add 

To my vaſt Sufferings? Lightning blaſt me, 

Mountains fall on me, gape to the Center Earth, 

To hide me from my Friend. 


| Enter Dalmatius. 
Dalm. Why, my deareſt Criſpus] but alas 
- 2a vain I urg d thy Father, deaf to al! 


Our 


10t 


Conſtantine he Great, 39 
Our Prayers, remorſeleſs, rocky and unmov'd ; 
Yet think not but I preſs 'd with all my Love. 
Criſp. Therefore in great requital for thy Love 
Look there, and let thy Blood congeal to Stone; 
Behold thy Annibal butcher'd by this Hand. 
Dalm. Cold, cold my Boy ! Criſpus, have I? have 1— 
But I waſte Time by ſuch unmanly wailing. 
Take to thy Sword. 
Criſp. Thou ſeeſt I've none: but ſtrike 
1. What could provoke thee to this horrid Deed Þ 2A 
Criſp. His Jealouſy, and Anger of the Heav'ns: 
Jealous I robb'd him of Serena's Love, 
He call'd me Traitor, Coward, ſtruck me twice 
before I drew, then ran upon my Sword. 
Dalm. Whatever happen'd—['m a wretched Father; - 
And thou haſt robb'd me of an only Child; 
Therefore hereafter we no more are one. 
Where'er I go, I'll aſk before I enter, 
If Criſpus be not there? that I may ſhun thee. 
Therefore if thou haſt any Gratitude 
For thoſe kind Offices which I have done thee, 
Fly theſe ſad Eyes, as I will run from thine, 
To moan my Son, and howl my Life — . 
Criſp * And whither thou? thou Heap of walking 


Thou PBs haf pull thy Father's Curſe upon thee ? - 
Kilbd thy beſt Friend, and ruin'd all that lov'd the 


Where will at laſt thy cruel Fortune drive thee ? 

Hence tear thy Robes, and naked fly the World ; 
Unmantled to the Weather, wander on | 
To ſome dark Wild, where Sun-beam never ſhone, EA 


SCENE IL 


Enter Conſtantine, Arius, Fauſta, Silveſter. 


Fauſt. Conſider, Sir, his Youth=emomes 
Conſt. I have confider'd all 
But find thy Love ſo rooted in my Heart, 
I muſt forego my Life, or loſe my Claim. 
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Yet mark how deep thy Tears have wrought my Tem- C 
If thou wilt ſwear to null thy Marriage with him, (per, Suc 
By wedding me in publick, and this Night, Wh 
By ig 50" thy Lord ——- Eve 
Fauſt. No Sir, tis impoſſible; yet if you'll ſwear $ 
To fave your Son if I ſhould prove him guiltleſs, 
I'll tell you Wonders, Sir, which atherwiſe 
Not Racks ſhall &er compel. C 
Conf. Forbid it, Heav'n! I ſhould deſtroy the guiltleſs But 
'Tho' Strangers to my Blood, much leſs my Son: Did 
Therefore f {wear by Heav'n and all the Saints, Thi 
Prove Cri/þus innocent, he ſhall not die. .C 
Fauſt. Be witneſſes, oh Arius and Silveſter, C 
What he has ſworn: Let Criſpus ſtrait be call'd, His 
And quitted of his Crime: Run, Arius, haſte, C 
| "That I may ſee the Royal Friendſhip made. [Ex. Arius. No 
Conſt. By an entire Surrender of thy ſelf C 
To me. | Did 
Fauſt. To Criſpas. C 
Conft. By all thy former Oaths, I ſwear, to me. Wh 
Fauſt. I told you twas impoſſible before, C 
And now confirm it. | For 
Conſt, How ? To 
Fauſt. 1 am married. C 
_ Conft. Curſes and Vengeance! Married! ſay to whom. C 
Fauſt. To Criſpus. Pur] 
Conſt. When, thou falſe one? When? and where? Nay 
Fauſt. Here in your Palace, on that happy Night Or! 
Before you made your dreadful Triumph. I've 


Conft. Dreadful indeed; for now the Wretch ſhall die, But 
Tho Angels pleaded—— 
Siu. Emperor, you have ſworn. 


Conft. J know it, Sir, to ſpare the innocent Blood; D 
But I will rove him NOW — — 6 

Fauſt. White as the Saints; | D 
By all the Powers of Heav'n and Earth I ſwear, The 
*T'was I that puff'd the Marriage, conſcious before And 
What I had ſworn to you; nay, caſtthe Veil C 
Of Modeſty aſide to make him ſure; Hea 
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Conſt. Oh Curſes! Vengeance ! Curſes yet unthought l 
Such Curſes as. thou wilt let fly at me, | 
When thou ſhalt ſee his Head beneath the Ax, 


Even Woman's Curſes on thee. 
Sikv. How Sir, the Ax! 


Enter Arius with Criſpus. * 


Conſt. Doſt thou not find the Traitor? 
But ſee, he comes. Oh thou Diſſembler, anſwer, 
Didſt thou not tell me, when thy-Life was ſtak' d, 
This Marriage was not yet conſummate ? Speak, 
_ Criſp. Tis true, dread Sir. 
Conſt. Mark all, he has confeſs'd ! 
His own Mouth has condemn'd him— he ſhall die. 
Criſp. T own'd, Sir, I was marry'd——but confeſs'& 
No further. | 
Gon How, Traitor ! 
Did I not force the Queſtion often ? 
Criſþ. True; 
Which I as often wav'd with low Submiſſion 
Conſt. Yet thoſe thy low Submiſſions all were Lyes. 
For well thou know'ſt thy ſubtle-working wrought me 
To a Satisfaction that thou hadſt not poſſeſt her. 
Criſp. That was, alas! my Crime. 
Conſt. That Crime was Treaſon ; 
Purpos'd Abuſe ;. a Plot upen thy Father. 
Nay, the whole Cozenage ſhows thee rank in Sin: 
Or Ha! How know I yet ſhe is enjoy'd ? 
Pve but thy Word and hers, and both are Traitors. 
But ſee my Brother comes to join my Juſtice. 


Enter Dalmatius. 


Dalm. What Gi here:? 
Conſt. Stay, my Dalmatius, ſtay. 
Dalm. Your Pardon, Sir, | 
There's one among you whom I cannot ſuffer, | 
And. Criſpus knows the Cauſe. [Exit Dalm. 
Criſp. Come back, and hear it then; 
Hear thou unhappy Father, hear me own 


The Murder which this curſed: Hand committed, 


That 
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That Hand that ſlew the wretched Annibal,” : 
Conft. Annibal ſlain! O Traitor! And by thee! B 
Is Murder added to thy Treafon too ? . 


Criſp. It ſhall not ſtand me, Sir, in ſtead to ſay, 
Miſtaken Annibal forc'd me to his Ruin. | 


For ſee J 11 Body at your Feet, | T 
And plead for Death, as others plead for Life. 

Conſt. Cleanthes, take him Criſpus, thou ſhalt die. 1 
Therefore be this our fatal laſt Fare wei! | T' 


One ſtruggle more. His Mother's in his Eyes. 

Fauſt. And where's his Father hut in all his Form? 

His every Grace; his Smiles——all but his Frowns: 

So exact in Body, Qualities of Mind, | 

That if you kill your Son, you kill your ſelf. 

Oh therefore liſten to the Call of Nature, 

And once more view him with an Eye of Mercy. 
Conſt. I havelook'd my laſt, and now am Judge again. 

Clanthes, take em both. They're both your Priſoners, 

Criſbas and Fauſta. Arius look you to em: 

Keep em apart; and wait me in my Cloſet—— 

What yet again: Tis the laſt Tug of Nature 

And yet another — Why that Sigh uncall'd 


And theſe wet Eyes? Oh i 
[Exit. 


it I longer ſtay ! 
My Vows of Juſtice will diſſolve away 


Manent Criſpus, Fauſta, Arius, Guard. 


Fauſt. Ruin on Ruin, let Deſtruction come, 
With all the Wings of the moſt violent Death, 
Yet arm'd with Innocence, I'Il face the Gorgon, 
And brave his bloodieſt Terrors: But thy Death, 


My Criſpus* Death, my Spirit cannot bear p 
Therefore I have reſolv'd; and think not, Crifþus, F 
Think not ay Tears ſhall move me from my Purpoſe. ' C 
Criſp. Speak, Fauſta, ſpeak, how came theſe Earth- Wh 
quakes here ? Anc 
And thoſe O'erflowings ? Why do thy Sighs redouble ? And 
Fauſt. Becauſe my deareſt Life, my all, my Criſpus, F. 
Soul of my Soul, that's martyr'd for thy Love Wh. 
I am reſolv'd, rather than ſee thy Death, * — 
hr 


To wed thy Father. 1 
Criſp. | 


e. 
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Criſp. Ha! do J hear thee truly? 

But ſpeak again, for I'll not truſt my Senſes. 
Fauſt. To wed him, I "4 
Criſþ. Sorrow ſure diſtracts thee — 
Fauſt. No-——tis the effect of Reaſon ts 1 

That makes me deſperate in this laſt Refolve————— 


Criſp. No more of this. - Haſte, caſt the poiſon up, 


Tis Hell that tempts thee to eternal Ruin. 
Therefore if thou defir'ſt my Spirit ſhou'd part 
In Peace, and leave my Love and Bleſſing with thee ; 
Repent this laſt Reſult of thy Deſpair, 
Leit I conclude thee falle—— 
Fauſt. How! falſe, my Criſpus. 


Criſp. Falſe to thy Vows, unconſtant to thy Love; 


And that thy Soul, unable for a Ruin, 

Choſe rather to ſuſtain an infamous Life, 

Than die with Honour. 
Fauſt. Oh I cannot bear it! | 
Criſp. Not when I beg thee with my lateſt Breath 
Fauſt. Thy Death, my Dear ! And I the hated Cauſe ! 


* Therefore I love thee : And would die again 


For ſuch another Proof of thy Affection. 
Fauſt. As wrought thy Death. 
Criſp. Thy Purpoſe was to ſave me, 


And die thy ſelf. Therefore let's fall together——_—_ 


Be not caſt down, my Fair, but raiſe thy Eyes ; 
Thoſe watry ſetting Suns ſhine forth, my Fau/ta, 
And make our Love look beautiful in Ruin 


Enter Soldier. 


Ari. The Emperor ſends again to have you parted. A 


Fauſt. Oh Criſpus ! Whither now ? 
Criſp. To our long Home, | 
Where purer Spirits drink immortal Air, 
And thin-clad Souls in flying Chariots move, 
And give and take an everlaiting* Love. Te 
Fauſt. Such Love, grant Heav'n, our meeting Souls 
Which no inhuman Father may divide: (bbetide, 


Where at firſt fight, our Minds inlarg'd may ſpread 


Thro' all the Space, and know the mighty Dead. 3 
1 
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Such is my Hope: But, Criſbus, what my Fear? 
HF I ſhould ſeek, but never 124 you 1 he 1 
Criſp. One laſt Embrace ! Oh Fauſia! do not ſtain 
Our Bliſs, with Fears we ne'er ſhall meet again. 
Thro' all the Heav'n, in all their Manſions bleſt, 
Te ev'ry Saint my Prayers ſhall be addreſt; 
Nor ſhall. the Happy taſte a Moment's Reſt, 
Till ſome kind Angel guides my wand'ring Eyes, 
And ſhews me where thy charming Spirit flies. 
Then crown'd with Joys, we never — before, g 


We'll waſte the Stock of Love's immortal Store, 
And crue! Fate ſhall never part us more. [Exeurt. 


ACT F. SCENT E 
Enter Dalmatius and Serena. 


a OW, Sir, you have it all, the whole 
| fad Story | 
Of your unhappy Son, his Love and 
mine ; us. | 
Serena's Guilt, and Cri/þus Innocence. 
Therefore if you aſk Blood, and would revenge him, 
Here waits his Murd'reſs for the Stroke of Death. 
But hate not Criſbus, hate not the Innocent; 
Much leſs proceed to the Murder of your Friend, 
Your faultleſs, guiltleſs, too deſerving: Friend; 
The gentleſt, beſt of all th'Imperial Race. L 
Daim. No more; there needs no more: My Son is 
Eternal Peace attend him: A few ſad Drops, (dead; 
And now ne more. Serena, I believe thee. 
My Heart avows th' Innocence of my Friend: 
Which I had own'd before, had. not the Wounds 
Of Annibal laid green upon my Soul. 
But that I now forgive him, be thou witneſs, 
Be witneſs Heav'n, and this laſt Reſolution 


# | me 2 
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I now put on to ſave my Criſpu Life, | 
Or loſe my own. [ 
Seren. O let me kneel to ſuch exalted Virtue. 
But, Sir, be quick to ſave him, or this Goodneſs 
Will come too late, 
Dalm. Where is the Emperor? | 
Seren. Lock'd in his Cloſet, deaf to the Peoples Cries: 
Fly, Sir, I ſaw him paſs in Fury by, 
With Arius in diſcourſe. | | 
Dalm. I fear that Traitor. (him; 
Seren. Your Fears, my Lord, are mine. I never lik d 
The Picture which he gave your Son, has ſhown him: 
He has all the Marks we Virgins reckon ominous, 
A pale, down Look, red Hair, and leering Eyes, 
Miſchief is in him: He's with th' Emperor now, 
Perhaps ſolliciting the Fate we fear. 
I met em, Sir, and interrupted Cæſar; 
Who firſt receiv'd me kindly ; but at the Name 
Of * 55 frown'd, and ſhook me from his Arm. 
Dalm. Fear not, as thou haſt counſell'd, I will join 
dilveſter on the inſtant. « 
Seren. Force the Door, | 
If he refuſe to let vau in, do all i 
That Pity, Love, and Friendſhip can inſpire; . 
Do all that I would do, were I Dalmatius. [ Ex. ſeverally. 


SCENE II. A Bedabamber. 
A Bowl and a Dagger on a Table. 


| Enter Conſtantine and Arius, 
Conſt. Arius! 
Art. Sir, ü ; 
Conſt. I am reſolv'd to be at reſt, 


Thou art my Friend, Phyſician, I am fick ; F 
Sick even to Death; Reach me that Goblet hither : 
The Dagger too. | 
Ari. Sir. | 
Conſt. 


. 
{ 
d 
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Conſt. What an eaſy matter 


It were for Man, in any Caſe, 
Tho rack'd with th' Gout, Stone, any kind of eve, 


With one of theſe to ſleep ? 
Ari. For ever, Sir. 
Conſt. Right, Arius. 
Ari. Then there is Poiſon in the Bowl? 
Conſt. There is, moſt deadly. 
Ari. May I, Sir, preſume 


To aſk for what? 


Conſt. Arius, thou art my Friend; 
I think too, thou wouldf venture Life. Why yes! 
Tis Poiſon, and I'll tell thee too _ what ; 
To ſee how long a Dog will be a dying. 
Or ſay, what it we try'd it on a Man; 
Some Enemy that Laws will not take hold of? 
Ari. Sir, I underſtand you. (me 
Conſt. Look then you do: How doſt thou Ander ian 
Ari. Why thus, you paſt your Oath, 8 Son ſhould 
If Fauſta prov'd him innocent. (live 
Conſt. Tis true; 
Ang pite of my Revenge, my Heart muſt clear him. 
2. Rrohe, Si-, Id yOu «heed 0 in Coniciencs 
Now, if a F riend ſhou'd help you, or Fate, 
Not always anſwering moſt Men s Expectations, 
Should call your Son to Heav'n. | 
Conſt.” To Heaven, Arius ! 
Ari. To. Heaven, or Hell, it matters not for that, 


So he be out o'th* Way, and you not Know't, 


Conſt. And I not know't? 
Ari. No, Sir, nor I. What then? 

How then! you never ſee him more. 

And fo farewel I'll take this Poiſon with me. 
Conſt. Stay, ſtay ! Come back. 


How ſtrange a Guilt is mine, who dare not ſpeak 
But indirectly, what my Soul defires 


Dire&ly done. Why ſhould I bide my Thought 


From thee ? 


Ari. Why, Sir, indeed ? 


Goa. When no Eye ſees. | 41 
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Ari. None. | ſ | | F 
Conſt. None but the Eye of Heav'n. 4+ 

But Walls they ſay have Ears; therefore we'll whiſper | 

This horrid, barbarous, and unnatural Murder ! 

Give him his Choice. Tell him I cannot live, 

Unleſs he dies: Tell him I ſtrove to fave him, 

And Nature pleaded Wonders in his Cauſe. 

Ari. I'll ſtab him firſt, and tell him after: 
Conſt. No, Poiſon's the gentler Fate. Thou arttooloud-- 

O Conſcience! how it heaves within my Boſom 
Ari. Conſcience ! the Soul's riſing of the Lights. 

Drink Blood k 
Con Bron ſay'ſ thou! what, the Blood of Crifpus 7 

Hark ! 

Who's there? Run to the Door ! Say I am not well, 

P!I not be ſeen to-night. | | 
Ari. Your Fancy, Sir, | 
Conſt. I thought I heard my Mother's Voice. | 

But ſhe's long dead : *T'was, as thou ſay'ſt, my Fancy, 

My Fear, my Guilt, that haunts me: But be gone; 

If he muſt fall, there is no hiding it; 

Call it no longer Murder, but a Juſtice, 

Survey him as a Thief that robb'd thy Soul 


Of all its Wealth; Arius——how am I now? 


Ari. All Emperor. And, Sir, I'll haſte to obey you: 

Conſt. Thou ſhalt ; but go not, Arius, till I ſend thee-- 
All Emperor and Judge. But, where's the Father ? 
Work me there, Nature, fave him if thou canſt; 
Remember him as once thy Boſom-Love. 

Ari. I like not this Remembrance. 

Conſt. Remember the whole Progreſs of his Life; 
Obedient all, ev'n in his Infant-Years ; 
When every Morn to my Bed-ſide he came, 

And as I bleſt him, thank'd me with his Tears. 


Serena knocking without. 


Seren. My Lord, the Emperor. 

Conſt. Arius, hark. Who's there ? 5 
Hark, tis my Wife. Run to the Door. My Wife! 
She's riſen from the Dead to ſave my don. 


Seren. 5 


1 * 
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Seren. I will have Audience. 
Ari. Madam, you muſt not enter. 

Conſt. Arius, let her in. > 


Enter Serena. 


Seren. Ceſar, ſave thy Son; ä 
Save him in time, the People are in Arms. | 
 Dalmnatius, with the Guards, is gone to quell 'em. 
+ , Conſt, How ! Mutiny ? And in my Son's behalf? 
Is this the Courſe to fave him? Arius, hence—— 
And execute my Orders. 
Seren, May I think it? | 4; 
A Bowl of Poiſon, Sir! Is that your Order? 
Conſt. There is no Myſtery now to be conceal'd— 
"Tis as you ſaid: And Criſpus dies this Minute. 


Arrius, away. 


Seren. He ſha'not, till you hear me. 
Think, Sir, oh think | | 
| Conſt. I've thought too much already: 
But with this laſt Reſolve my Heart is ſteel'd ; 
Tho' as you enter'd I was fooling Time 
With Thoughts of Mercy. 
Seren. And has this curſed Wretch prevented you? 
Gerft. Dalmatius and Silveſter will be here 
To hinder Juſtice ; break her hold. Away. 
Seren. Fall then Serena firſt, and Ray that Fury. 
5 5 N [Stabs herſelf. 
Conſt. Arius, come back. What haſt thou done, Serena? 
Seren. I've paid the Debt of Nature &'er my Time. 
Conſt. Twas a too honeſt Part. What was the Cauſe ? 
Seren. The Love of Criſpus; Love of him you hate. 
But let this Victim to Deſpair ſuffice. 


Enter Dalmatius and Silveſter. 


Your Brother. here ! Da/matius pardon me. 
' Your Son is now reveng'd. Reſtrain the Emperor 
And look to Arrius. Oh! [She dies. 
Dalm. The Joys of Heav'n, 
And an eternal Requiem waft thy Soul. 
Conſt. Brother, how are the People? * 
95 alm. 


L. 


—— On > - 


Conſtantine the Great. 69 


Dalm. All huſh'd again. | 5 
Why will you harbour, Sir, that Snake about you, 
That puts you on theſe fatal Reſolutions ? 

For elſe could it be poſſible a Prince 

So good, fo full of every Kingly Grace, 

Should once conceive a Thought to put his Son, 
His guiltleſs Son, to an untimely Death, 
Without the Inſtigation of a Devil ? 


Silu. Conſider, Cæſar, you that have had the Glory 


By Miracles from Heav'n to be converted: 

We know your Paſſion manacles your Reaſon ; 

But here are Hands to help you. | 
Conſt. Is that then the Reſult of all your Reaſon? 

To hope for ſober Actions from a mad Man? 

Dalm. Not till the Frenzy leaves him. But we know 
You are not ſo far gone, to loſe all Temper. 
Your Hopes and Fears, your broken Reſolutions, 

Are Symptoms all of a moſt noble Nature, 


Where Judgment ſeems half ſunk, but not quite drown'd. 


Conſt. Why this I can alledge as well as you ; 
[ know the Laurels which I've worn ſo long 
Muſt wither: If my Son ſhould find a Grave, 
My preſent Fame, and Glory too hereafter, 
Is all upon the Hazard. But what then? 
I ſee the Storm before me, threatning Wrack; 
I ſee the Shelves, but who can point the Shore ? 
S:/v. Caſt overboard the Caſter of your Love. 
I know *tis precious; but *twill ſink you, Sir. 
Divorce her, Sir; and give her to your Son. 
Conſt. Forego my Fauſta ! tis impoſſible. 


Dalm. Nothing's impoſſible to a Mind reſolv'd: 


But paſs beyond Si / veſter's mild Remonſtrance, 
And eaſe your Love by Death, by Fauſta's Death. 
When ſhe is paſt recal, yow'll love no more; 
Envy no more. 
Conſt. If that could be reſolv'd 
The Conqueſt were a great one. : 
Dalm. The more you think, the more the Thought will 
See but the Difference of Counſellors; (ſtrike you. 
What Colours good and bad can give to Reaſon. "a 
| a 
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Tho hilly all the way, and at the Goal 


Oh! I remem 


By 


. ODalm. The Bane of Empire 


ö 4 


Had Arius ſtay' d, by this time you had doom'd 

Your Son to Death, who now has gain'd the Conqueſt, 
Conſt. Would half were gain'd ; yet, ſince the Start 

PF'll try to win in this Olympick Race: (was noble, 


'The Summit touches Heav*n. * | 
Dalm. Urge the Neceſſity ; ſhe or Criſpus dies: 
Th' innocent Criſpus, or the guilty Faufta, 
'That after all her Vows could thus deceive you, 
Deceive you both ; who, if your Son were dead, 
No doubt, as quick would practiſe with another. 
Conſt. By Heav'n, why not? She that could ſwear, 
Forſworn, may {wear and be forſworn again: (and was 
now with what a Look, 
An Angel-Look, ſhe vow'd. | 
Dalm. Yet with that Look, 
'This Angel, like a Devil, drew in your Son: 


| Methinks the very groſſneſs of the Cheat 


Should make you loath her. 

Conſt. Ha! | 

Dalm. Deteſt and ſcorn her. : 
cp Scorn on her Scorn, and Death Diſdain ſuc- 

ajeſty, by Empire, ſhe ſhall bleed, (ceed; 

Silv. Baniſh her, Cæſar. — 

Dalm. No, Sir; Death, or nothing. h 
Banith her to-day, and ſhe'll be here to-morrow : 
Down with her, down; dwell, on her perjur'd Vows, 
When the ſame Breath that ſwore her yours for ever, 
Doom'd her another's. | 

Conſt. Arius, bring her forth. ; 


She dies! I'Il ſweat and bleed, but J will conquer 


Call, call my Son. —Henceforth but name a Woman, 
"Tis Treaſon to my Ear: Why, what a Plague 
Might ſhe have here engender'd ! forc'd a Father 
To put his guiltleſs Son to horrid Death. 

Dalm. Royally urg'd. By Heav'n 'twas ever thus 
Where Women had to do. Therefore behold her 
As a A b to the State. 
Conſt. And cut her off. 


Conſt. 
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Conſt. And the Rot of Power 
Yet there I'll ſtay and fix my Imagination, 
On all their Miſchiefs, Murders, Maſſacres, 
And Seas of Blood they have ſpilt in former Ages. 
Woman, no more. And when my Heart is going, 
dound but that Name, the pow'rful Spell bind 
Beyond Circean and Egyptian Charms : 
'Twill raiſe the loweſt Devils up in ſwarms, 77 
Unhinge the Globe, and put the World in Arms. 
Woman, that dooms us all to one ſure Grave, 
And faſter damns than Providence can ſave. [Exeunt 


Enter Conſtantine and F auſta. 


Conſt. Fauſta, thou art falſe, forſworn. 

Fauſt. I ſay ſo too. 

Conſt. 'T herefore ſhalt die. 

Fauſt. I have no other Wiſh, 

72 What, not to live, 
If I ſhould pardon thee? 
Fauft. That were Life indeed ; 
To gain your Pardon, and to live for Criſpus. 

Conſt. No, Wretch ! remember as you {wore to me, 
] now return; it is impoſſible, 
Yet thou fhalt die for Criſpus. 

Fauſt. And not with him, Sir? 

Conſt. No; I've decreed 
That thou ſhalt die to ſave him. 

Fauſt. But have you, Sir, decreed to love him too 
On Fauſta's Death? 

Conſt. J have. © TM 

Fauſt. Oh! then the Gods ; 
Have heard my Pray'r, which, next to living for him, 
Was, {till to die to fave him. | 
Yet grant me, Sir, in Death one laſt Farewel. 

Conſt. No; thou haſt look d thy laſt, 

Fauſt. Vet you may let em bear me by his Window; 
f it be poſſible. to ſnatch a Glance, | 
And not delay my Execution, Sir. 

Conſt. She weeps; and there is Magick in her Tears. 
I ſhall w 


eep too. Bring forth the Poiſon. * 
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And Criſpus waits. 
Haſte, bring him in, bring him to my relief. 


To ſcorch new Worlds, but warm the old no more: 


Would e'er have thought we thus ſhould meet again ? 


—ꝛͤ— F 
/ . 


dd 
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dhe ſhall not ſtay the making of a Bath. C 
What, Arius! | But ] 
Ari. Sir. $073 | | For 1 
Conft. Give her the Poiſon. Haſte, and ſee her die. Shin 
Fauſt. Stay, Sir, come back. I have no Load upon Whit 

But what you all may know ; give me the Bowl, (me— Co 
Pll drink it for my Love. Alas, my Lord, Cr 

.  Methinks one laſt Farewel had not been much; The 
But fince you judge it, Sir, unfit PI! die, Whi 


Without complaining. Therefore tell my Lore Co 


That my laſt Pray'r was for his Life and yours. Muſt 


Conft. Hold, Fauſta: Arius, take the Poiſon from her, 2 
And bring the Bath. My Son ſhall ſee her die: 


Call Criſpus hither: Since her Fate's decreed, Or, 
Twere juſt he ſhou'd be harden'd with the View. Her 
She weeps again, and with the Trick unmans me; Cr 


Spite of my Vows, ſhe works my Lion Heart, 
And melts me into Love. How fares my Fauſta? 
Fauſt. Sir. 
Conſt. Thy Hand, before we part for ever, Fau/ta— 
I am loſt—l'm vanquiſh'd ; with a Touch o'ercome— 
Dalm. Wake, Sir. Where are you? 
Conſt. Ha! 
Dalm. Silveſter's here: 


Conft. Why then ſhe dies again. 


The yerning of a Father comes upon me, 
And my Soul longs to meet him. Fauſta, turn, 
Turn thy bright Eyes on Death; and carry Fires 


For here's the Riſing Sun, to eclipſe thy Beams. 


Enter Criſpus with Silveſter. 


O Crifpus! Who that has beheld our Diſtance, 
That infinite Space that Paſſion caſt betwixt us, 


Criſp. What can be added, Heav'n, to ſuch a Kindneſs! Cr 
Conſt. What, Criſpus? What indeed to make it laſting? W After 
See'ſt thou that Fair-one? Hence 
—_ | . Criſp. V. 
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Criſp. Sir, you give me Hopes; tho daſh'd with Fears. 
But hold, perhaps I have to Death offended, 

For ſinning but in wiſh: A dawning Joy. 

Shines in her Eyes, and revels in her Smiles, 

Which ſeem to tell me, we ſhall both be happyrxp. 
Conſt. Wouldſt thou be happy in thy Father's Love? 
Criſp. Judge me, you Powers, if that be not my 

The utmoſt Reach of my extended Soul, (Thought, 

Which knows no other -Wiſh, but Faufa's Love— : 
Conſt. And that's the Love, which you, by my Ex- 

Muſt learn to hate. (ample, 
Criſp. To hate, Sir! What? 

Conſt. Hate thy Love: | 
Or, what's all one, to bear the Effect of Hate, 
Her Execution here before thy Eyes. 

Criſp. My Fauſta's Death ? 


SCENE draws. Arius, Labienus, Eubulus, av:th 
a Bath. 


Conft. Behold the poiſon'd Bath. 
Criſp. For mel am ready, Sir. Haſte, launch 
my Veins: 
You that are deſtin'd here for my Deſtruction, 
Unrobe me—haſte——— | 
Conſt. None touch him, on your Lives. 
They may as ſafely launch their Emperor, 
As wound his Son. But Fauſta muſt prepare, 
There is no other way to reconcile us. . 
Criſp. Then hold me, Sir, at everlaſting Diſtance, . 
Caſt me again for ever from your Sight; 
Baniſh me; curſe me, as you did before 
But make not Faufta's Death the curſed Cauſe, 
To fave this Villain's Life, this Hangman Traitor, 


Nay, Coward that can live and hear her threaten'd!(ther, 


Fauſt. My Love, my Lord, blame not thy noble Fa- 
Nor curſe thy ſelf, for this was all my ſeeking.— _ 

Criſp. Thy ſeeking? Ha! and ſeek'ſt thou my Em- 
After the baſe Diſhonour thou haſt done me ? (braces—- 
Hence from my Arm 

Vor. II. . , M. Fauſt. a 
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74 Conſtantine the Great. 
Fauft. I will not, I will hold thee ko 
To my laſt Gaſp, and graſp thee after Death. 
Why, puſh me yet again: Nay; ſtrike me, Criſput, 


Iwill not leave thy Boſom. 
Crifp. See, he's going ä 


By my bleſt Mother's Soul, let me come at him 


Conſt. Arius, ſee it done. 
All Prayers are vain; ſome of you break his hold. 
Criſp. Dalmatins and Silvefter will not ſure, 
And for the reſt, let me but ſee who dares. | 
Conft. Their Emperor commands em — help to force 
IT charge thee, Criſpus,: leave me, chim. 
And dare not by this Wilfulneſs provoke me. 


Criſp. I have no Wilfulneſs, but theſe ſtubborn Tears; 
Hear my laſt Sighs, for Groans quite choak my Words : 


My Faufta's Lite ; or break my Heart before you. 


Fauſt. Sir, do not hear him, ſnatch your ſelf away, 


And leave us here——T'1! huſh him, e'er I die; 
And ſend him weeping to you for his Pardon. 

Conſt. He ſees tis vain; and has let go his hold. 
Withdraw—yet, Brother, we'll obſerve unſeen 
I do not like this ſudden Sullenneſs— | 
Fauſta farewell. Arius diſpatch. No more. [Exeurt. 


Criſpus, Arius, Fauſta, Executioners. , 
Fauſt. Now, Criſpus, now my Dear, wilt thou forgive 
This glorious Conqueſt of triumphing Love? (me 
Criſp. No, by my Soul, and by my hopes of Heav'n, 
Not at thy parting Groan, will I forgive thee ; . 
But rather curſe the Hour when firſt 1 ſaw thee: - 
Curſe our firſt Kiſſes, Marriage and Embraces, 
Unleſs thou join me ha come forwarder ; 
With Arius, join me, to provide ſome means, 
That I may bear thee company in Death. 
If this thou doſt deny me, by the Saints, | 
By all our Loves] ſwear thou never lov'dſt me 
Ari. By Heav'n, my Lord, I pity you; and if—- 
Fauſt. _ Arius! What? thou wilt not join his Mad- 
nets? ; 
Criſp. Hark, Arius: By our. Friendſhip I conjure 
thee.;. | '__ "Ba 


It is thi 
The T. 
do turn 


ure 
For 


Help there without. Criſpus is murdered. 


Conſtantine the Great. 
For I have ſworn I will not eat nor drink, 
Tho I ſurvive this Hour — 
Avi. J have the Means. . 
Criſp. A Dagger: 
Fauft. Arius, thou art a Vil 
Criſp. Tl tell my Father, that I for©d it from thee. 


Fauſt. Keep, 


And marryd us. 
Ari. Hold, Madam ! let me beg ou.» 
Criſp. Now Love, I am for thee. . 
Fauſt. No! Pl call the Emperor. 

Oh that damn'd Villain, Traitor, Devil, 4rius. 


Ari. Nay, then tis time to fl 
Conſtantine meets him with the ret. 
Conſt. Yes Fiend, to Hell, 


Where thou ſhalt make. thy damn'd Account. In 
Caſt the unblooded Villain in the Bath, (with him, 


Which he ed for others: Throw him in. 
Ari. Hold Sir, the Bath's not poiſon d. 
Conſt. How! | 
Ari. Compaſſion for. your Empreſs, . 

Made me contrive this only way to ſave her. 


Conſt. Thou haſt done well. Vet inwith him, to try. 


Ari. Hold Sir! and I'll confeſs, it is, it is, 
Tis poiſon'd——— Pardon. | 
Conſt. Down with him, him down 


Till he be dead. Then Give Ban to his Slaves - 


Halt with bim. 


| The Bath 
0 Criſpus Why 2. why doſt thou eye me thus 
With ſnatch'd Regards? Why doſt thou eye thy Father? 
Now looking on thy Dagger, now on Fauffa—— 
As if *twere poſſible to deny her ſtill? 


Criſp. Deny her? Why, Sir? mean you then to give 
(her? 


Conſt. Or let me ſtand a Curſe to After-Ages. 
It is the Hand of Heav'n, not mine, that gives her; 
The Treaſons of the perjur'd Arius 
do turn my Soul, and quite reduce my Reaſon, 

M2 That 


Bleffings on r . 
Nn I. 


ſay 


it from him, or I'll tell the Em- 
Twas you that firſt y'd him to my Love, [peror, . 


Help 


——— — — — — — - —— — — 


76 Pre the Greats, 
That-I will give her ther without a Pang 
Take her, my Son, and with her all the Bleffings; 20 
And all the Love, my Ioaded Boſom bears; 1 
The Dews of Heay'n, and thele thy Fathers Tears 
_ Criſp. Oh ſoys! | 
Faul. Oh Heav'n!” 
_ Crifþ. Faufia! 
Fauſt. A S 
Criſp. Fa 
But let us proſtrate—as a God, * him 
Thou glorious Image of the Deity ! 5 
What ſhall we anſwer? | 
Conft. Criſpus ! Fauſta Nothing; 13 
Nothing but riſe, and take me in your Arms. 
* brooding o'er you with a fruitful Joy; 


opheſy, by my Example led, 
Sich ove and Peace thro all the World ſhall ound. 


And Roman Arts that Britifh Iſle adorn, 
Where Helena deceas'd, and I was born: 
: While Criſdus thus to y Bok s Love I give, 
And both, or ever in wy oſom live, [Ex. Omni. 
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To the Right Honourable 


LAUREN CE. 


EARL of Rocheſter, &c. 


My Lord 


and was almoſt made a 


HE Authors of this Poem pou it 
Sas bumbly to your Lordſhip's 

if you ſhall think ir worthy of that 
E& nour. It has already been a Confeſſor, 


atronage; 


Martyr for the 


Royal Cauſe. But having ſtood two Tryals from 
its Enemies, one before it was acted, another in 
the Repreſentation, and having been in both ac- 
quirted, tis now to ſtand the publick Cenſure im 


the Reading: Where ſince, . of neceſſity, it muſt 


have the ſame Enemies, we hope it may alſo find 
the ſame Friends; and therein we are ſecure not 
only of the greater number, but of the more ho- 
neſt and loyal Party. We only expected bare Juſ- 
tice in the Permiſſion to have it acted; and that w 
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ff DEDICATION. 
had, after a ſevere and long Examination, from an 
upright and knowing Judge, who having heard both 
Sides, and examin'd the Merits of the Cauſe in a 
ſtrict Peruſal of the Play, gave Sentence for us, that 
it was neither a Libel, nor a Parallel of particular 
Perſons. In the Repreſentation itſelf, it was per- 
ſecuted by ſo notorious Malice by one fide, that it 


procur'd us the Partiality of the other; fo that the 


avour more than recompenced the Prejudice : 
And 'tis happier to have been fav'd (if ſo we were) 
by the Indulgence of our good and faithful Fellow- 
Subjects, than by our own Deſerts; becauſe there- 
by the Weakneſs of the Faction is diſcovered, which 
in us, at that time, attack'd the Government; and 
ſtood combin'd, like the Members of the rebellious 
League, againſt the lawful Sovereign Authority. 


Jo what Topick will they have recourſe, when they 


are manifeſtly beaten from their chief Poft, which 
has always been 1 and Majority of Voices? 
They will tell us, That the Voices of a People are 
not to be gathered in a Playhouſe; and yet even 
there, the Enemies as well as Friends have free Ad- 
miſſion : but while our fark Car was ſerviceable 
to. their Intereſts, they c boaſt that the Theatres 
were true Proteſtant, and came inſulting to the 
Plays, where their own Triumphs were repreſented. 


But let them now aſſure themſelves, that they can 


make the major Part of no Aſſembly, except it be 
a Meeting-Houſe. Their Tide of Popularity is ſpent, 
and the natural Current of Obedience is, in ſpite of 
them, at laſt prevalent. In which, My Lord, after 
the merciful Providence of God, the unſhaken 
Reſolution, and prudent Carriage of the King, and 
the inviolable Duty, and manifeſt Innocence of his 


Royal Highneſs, the prudent —— of the 
Miniſters is alſo moſt conſpicuous. 


am not par- 


ticular in this Commendation, becauſe I am un. 


> willing 


hy <3 0 ot? 


<q -- 


willing to raiſe Envy to your Lordſhip, who are 
too juſt not to deſire that Praiſe ſhou'd be commu+ 
nicated to others, which was the common Endea- 
vour and Co-operation of all. Tis enough, my 
Lord, that your own Part was neither obſcure in 
it, nor hazardous: And if ever this excellent Go- 
vernment, ſo well eſtabliſh'd by the Wiſdom of our 
Forefathers, and ſo much ſhaken by the Folly of this 
Age, ſhall recover its ancient Splendor, Boſterity 
cannot be ſo ungrateful, as to forget thoſe, who in 
the worſt of Times have ſtood undaunted by their 
King and Country, and for the Safeguard of both, 
have expos'd themſelves to the Malice of falſe Pa- 
triots, and the Madnefs of an headſtrong Rabble. 
But ſince this glorious Work is yet unfiniſh'd, and 
tho we have Reaſon to hope well of the Succeſs, 
yet the Event depends on the unſearchable Provi- 
dence of Almighty God; *tis no Time to raiſe 
Trophies, while the Victory is in diſpute : But every 
Man, by your Example, to contribute what is in 
his Power, to maintain ſo juſt a Cauſe, on which 
depends the future Settlement and Proſperity of 
three Nations. The Pilot's Prayer to Neptune was 
not amiſs, in the middle of the Storm: Thou mayſt 
do with me, O Neptune, what thou pleaſeſt, but T 
will be ſure to hold faſt the Rudder. We are to 
truſt firmly in the Deity, but fo as not to forget, 
that he commonly works by ſecond Cauſes, a nd 


admits of our Endeavour with his Concurren ce. 


For our own parts, we are ſenſible, as we ought, ho w 
little we can contribute with our weak Aſſiſtance. 
The moſt we can boaſt of, is, that we are not ſo 
inconſiderable as to want Enemies, whom we ha ve 
raiſed to ourſelves on no other account, than thatwe 
are not of their number: And ſince that's their Quar- 
rel, they (hall have daily occaſion to hate us more 


N 4. v8 


DEDICATION MW 


m DEDICATION. 
Tis not, my Lord, that any Man delights to ſee him? 
ſelf paſquin d and affronted by their inveterate Scrib- 
lers; but on the other ſide, it oughrto he our Glory, 
that themſelves believe not of us what they write. 
Reaſonable Men are well ſatisfied for whoſe ſakes the 
Venom of their Party is ſhed on us, becauſe they 
ſee that at the ſame time our Adverfaries ſpare not | 
thoſe to whom they owe Allegiance and Veneration. WIr. 
Their Deſpair has puſh'd them to break thole i 
Bonds; and tis obſervable, that the lower they are 
driven, the more violently they write : As Lucifer 
and his Companions were only proud when Angels, 
but grew malicious when Devils. Let them rail, 
ſince tis the only Solace of their Miſeries, and the 
only R which, we hope, they now can take. 
The and the beſt of Men are above their 
reach; and for our Meannefs, tho they aſſault us 
Iike Footpaddersin the. dark, their Blows have done 
us little harm; we yet live, to juſtify ourſelves in 
open day, to vindicate our Loyalty to the Govern- 
ment, and to aſſure your Lordſhip, with all Sub- 
miſſion and Sincerity, that we are 


Tour Lordſhip's 
Moſt obedient, faithful Servants; 
4 John Dryden, Nat. Lee, 
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PROLOGUE 


Written by Mr. Dryden. Spoken by 


Mr. Smith, 


UR Play's a Parallel: The holy League 
Begot our Cov'nant ; Guiſards got the Whig 7 

Whateer our hot-brain'd Sheriffs did advance, 
Was, like our Faſhions, firſt produc'd in France ; 
And when worn out, avell ſcourg d, and baniſb d there, 
Sent over, like their godly Beggars, here. 
Cou'd the ſame Trick, rence Nya, our Nation gull 7 
It las as if the Devil were/grown dull; | 
Or ſerv d us up, in ſcorn, his broken Meat, 
And thought aue were not worth a better Cheat. 
The fulſome Cov nant, one would thinkin reaſen,. 
Had yiwven us all our Bellies full of Treaſon : ? 
And yet, the Name but-chang'd, our nuſty Nation 
Chaaos its own E xcrement, 7 
'Tis true, awe have not learn d their poif ning way, 
Fir that's a Mode but newly come in ples 
Befides, youy Drug*s uncertain to prevail; 
But your true Proteſſant can never fail, „ 
With that compendious Inſtrument, a Flail? , 
Go on; and bite, en _— the Hook lies bares- 


IP YJ 


Twice in one Age expel the lawful Heir: 

Once more decide Religion by the Sauard, E 
And purchaſe for uc new Tyrant Lord. , 
Pray for your King; but yet your Purſes- pare 5 
Make him not Twwo-pence richer by your Prayer. * 


fo ſhew you lobe him much, chajhfe, him more 3* 
«1d make him very — and very Poor... 


* ES 


30 PROLOGUE. 
Puſh him to Wars, bat ſtill no Pence advance; 
Let him loſe England, to recover France: 

Cry Freedom up with popular noiſy Votes, * 
And get enough to cut each others Threats : 

Lop all the Rights that fence your Monarchs Throne; 
For fear of 100 much Pow r, pray leave him none. 

A Noife was made of Arbitrary Sway; © 

But in revenge, you Whigs have found a Way, 


An arbitrary Duty now to pay. 

Let his own Servants turn to ſave their Stake, 
Glean from his Plenty, and his Wants forſake. 
But let ſome Judas near his Perſon ſtay, | 
To fallow the laſt Sop, and then betray. 
Make London independent of the Crown, 

A Realm apart ; the ou of the Town. 
Let Ignoramus 'F aries find no Traytors, 

And Ignoramus Poets ſcribble Satirs. 

And, that your Meaning none may fail to ſcan, 
Do, what in Coffee-Houſes you _ 

Pull down the Maſter, and ſet up the Man. 


S 


EPILOGUE 
Written by Mr. Dryden, 
Spoken by Mrs. Cook, 


2 | Are a 
PUCH Time and Trouble this 5 Play hath cot 
And, faith, . I doubted once the Cau 5 hy -+ 


| Net I 
Yet no one Man was meant, nor Great mor Small; A Tu 
Our Poets, like frank Gamefters, threw at all. With 
They took no fingle Aim, 9 r | 
But, like bold Boyswhult ta their Prince, and hearty; 
Blizz”, and. ir dB at the while Party. 

8 8 Dutt 
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E PT L OG U E. | 
Duels are Crimes, but auben the Cauſe is right, ! 
In Battel every Man is bound to fight. | 
For what ſbou d hinder me to ſell my Skin | 
Dear as I cou'd, if ance my Hand quere in? m_ | 
Se Defendendo never was a C ing. | 
'Tis a fine World, my Maſters, right or wrony, © + | 
The Whigs muſt talk, and Tories hold their tongue, | 
| 


They muſt do all they cat—— | 

But we, forſooth, muſt bear a Chriftian Mind; | 
And fight, like Bays, with one Hand ty'd behind; 

Nay, and when one Bay's down, 'twere wondrous wiſe,: | 
Jo cry, box fair, and give him time to riſe. _ | 
When Fortune favours, none but Fools will dally: 
Wau'd any of you Sparks, if Nan vr Mally 

Tip you th'trviting Wink, flan#jhill I; Hall? 

A Trimmer cry'd, (that heard me tell his Story} _ 

Fie, Miſtreſs Cook] Faith you're too rank a Tory? 

Wiſh not Whigs bang d, but pity their hard Caſe 3 | 
You Nomen love to fee Men make wry Faces. 1 
Pray, Sir, ſaid I, don't think me ſuch a Jew; 
T ſay no more, but give the Devil bis due. 
Lenitives, ſays he, ſuit beſt with our Condition, * 
Jack Ketch, Jays J, 's an excellent Phyſician. | 
{ lowe no Blood Nor. 1, Sir, as 1 breathe ; 

Bat hanging is a fine dry Rinde Death. _ e 
Ve Trimmers are for holding all things even: ; 
Ves——juft like him that bug 'teixt Hell and HeauV#4 
Have we not _ Mens _ _— - pore a 1 

Yes ſure. but you're for holding all things fleady : 
— Lan the 2 ngs all on one fide, Rrotherg Il] 
You Trimmers ſhou'd, to poize it, hang on other, ' 
Damn'd Neuters, in their middle Way of ſteering, II 
Are neither Fiſh, nor Fleſh, nor good Red. Herring: 111 
Net Whigs nor Tos ies 4% This, Nor- bat; 
Not Birds, nor r ut juſt a Kind of Bat: 

A Tavilight Animal; true to neither Cauſe, : I 
With Tory Wings, but M biggiſb Teeth and Claugs : 100 


? 


-Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
"The King, Mr. Kynaſtor. 
Duke of 857% Mr. B 3 
Duke of Mayenne, Mr. 
Griflon, + Mr. N 
The Cardinal of Guiſei Mr. Viliſbire. 
i Lyons. Mr. Perin. 
* Mr. Mountfort.. 
| olin, Mr. Bowman. 
| - Mr. Carlile. 
Buſſy, Mr. Saunders. 
The Curate of St, Euftact, Mr. Underhill. 
Malicorn, Allr. Percival. 
Melanax, a Spirit, Mr. Gi. SC] 
Two Sheriffs, Bright and Samford. emp 


Citizens and Rabble, Sc. 
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THE 
Duxz of GUISE. 
ACT I. SCENE-1. 


SCE NE, the Council of Sixteen ſeated: An | 
3 empty Chair prepar*d for the Duke of Guiſe. . 


Buſly and Polin, . of the Sixteen. 


; DJH s there! more Lights; what. 
| EC. burn the Tapers dim, 
[ WS When glorious Gui/e, the Moſes, Gi-- 
n, David, 
$' The Saviour of the Nation, makes ap- 
proach ? 


Po]. And therefore are we met; the whole Sixteen, 

That ſway the Croud of Paris, guide their Votes, 
 . Manage their Purſes, Perſons, Fortunes, Lives, 

To mount the Guiſe, where Merit calls him high: 


Aud give ham a whole Heav'n, for room to ſhine. 


a 


# . 


* 


. The Duke of Guiſe. 
Enter Curate of St. Euſtace. . © _ 


Buſ. The Curate of St. Euflace 
Cur. I have ing y Pains to ſatisfy ſome 
- Scruples rais'd amongſt 22 Brothers of cou 
that were ſtaggering in the Cauſe. | 
Pol. What cou'd they find t' object? 
Cur. They thought to arm againſt the King was Trea- 
Buſ. J hope you ſet em right. +» (ſon, 
_ Cur. Ves; and for Anſwer, I produc'd this Book. 
A Calviniſt Miniſter of Or/ean; 
Writ this, to juſtify the Admiral KID! 
For _ Arms againſt the King deeeas'd: 


comes at laſt 3 


Wherein he proves that irreligious Kings 

May juſtly be depos'd, and put to Death. _ 
Buſ. To borrow Arguments from Heretick Books The 
Methinks was not ſo prudent. | In tl 
Cur. Yes, from the Devil, if it would help eur Cauſe; Swot 
The Author was indeed a Heretick ; 3 To 1 
The Matter of the Book is good and pious. B 
Pol. But one prime Article of our holy League, ; We 
Is to preſerve the King, his Pow'r and Perfors An ( 
Cur. That muſt be ſaid, you know, for Decency Hav 
A pretty Blind to make the Shoot ſecure. O 

B.. But did the primitive Chriſtians &'er rebel, 

When under heathen Lords? I hope they did. Ente 
Cur. No ſure, they did not; for they had not Pow'r: 7 


The Conſcience of a — — is their PoWr. of 
Pol. Well; the next Article in our ſolemn: Covenant B. 


Has clear'd the ary — | * 
Buſ. What is't? I ſhould be glad to find the King $ 
No fafer than needs muſt. 8 5 C 

Pol. That in caſe of Oppoſition from any Perſon - 
| | ws , 


Whatſoever— 

Cur. That's well, that's well ;. then the King is not 
excepted, if he oppoſe OO —— , =o 
Pol. We are oblig d to join as one, to puniſh, . 
All, wha attempt to hinder or diſturb us. 277 
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De Duke of Guiſe. 1 
Buſ.. Tis a plain Caſe ; the King 's included in the 


Puniſhment, in caſe he rebel againſt the People. 


Pol. But how cn he rebel? 

Cnr. Il make it out: Rebellion is an Inſürrection a- 
gainſt the Government; but they that have the Power 
are actually the Government: Therefore if the People 
nave the Power, the Rebellion is in the King. 

Buſ. A moſt convincing Argument for Faction. 

Cur. For Arming, if you pleaſe ; but not for Faction. 
For ill the Faction is the feweſt number; ö 
So, what they call the lawful Government, 

Is now the Faction; for the moſt are ours. 

Pol. Since we are prov'd to be above the King, I 
wou'd gladly underſtand whom we are to obey ; or whe- 
ther we are to be all Kings together. 

Cur. Are you a Member of the League, and aſk that 

Queſtion ? 
There's an Article, that, I may ſay, is as neceſſary as any 
In the Creed: Namely, that we, the ſaid Afociates, are 
Sworn to yield ready Obedience, and faithful Service, 
'To that Head which ſhall be deputed.. 

Buſ. Tis moſt manifeſt, that by virtue of our Oath 
We are all Subjects to the Duke of G,, The King's 
An Officer that has betray'd his Truſt; and therefore We 
Have turn'd him out of Service. 


Omnes. Agreed, agreed. 


Enter the Duke of Guile, Cardinal of Guiſe, Aumale; | 


Torches before them, The Duke takes the Chair, 


Buſ. Your Highneſs. enters in a lucky Hour; 
Th'unanimous Vote you heard, confirms your. Voice, 
As Head' of Paris, and the holy League. 

Card. I ſay Amen to that. 

Pol. Vou are our Champion; Buckler of our Faith: 


Card. The King. like Saul, is Heav'n'srepented Choice; 


Vou his Anointed one, on better Thought. 
Gui. I'm what you pleaſe to call me: any thing, 
Lieutenant General, Chief, or Conſtable, 


Bond decent Names, that only mean your Slave. 
— WE Bu} 
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1S The Dukeof Guiſe. 
Buſ. You chas'd the Germans hence, exiPd Nawarry, 
And reſcu'd France from Hereticks and Strangers. 

Aum. What he and all of us have done, is known, 
What's our Reward? our Offices are loſt ; | 
Turn'd out like labour'd Oxen, after Harveſt, 

To the bare Commons of the wither'd Field. 

Buſ. Our Charters will go next; becauſe we Sheriffs 
Permit no Juſtice to be done on thoſe 
'The Court calls Rebels, but we call them Saints. 

Gui. Yes, we are all involv'd, as Heads, or Parties; 
Dipt in the Noiſy Crime of State, calld Treaſon : 
And Traitors we muſt be to King or Country. 

Buſ. Why then my Choice is made. 

Pol. And mine. | 

Omn. And all. 

Card. Heav'n is it ſelf Head of the holy League: 
And all the Saints are Covenanters, and Gui/ard;. 

Gui. What ſay you, Curate? , 

Cur. I hope well, my Lord. . 

Card. That is, he hopes you mean to make him Abbot, 
And he deſerves your care of his Preferment, 

For all his Prayers are Curſes on the Government ;- 
And all his Sermons Libels on the King: 
In ſhort, a-pious, hearty, factious Prieſt. tunes: 
Gui. All that are here my Friends, ſhall ſhare my For- 
There's Spoil, Preferments, Wealth — in Frances 
"Tis but deſerve and have: The Sani King 
Conſigns me fiſty thouſand Crowns a Week, Feb 
To raiſe and to foment a Civil War. 
*Tis true, a Penſion from a foreign Prince 
Sounds Treaſon in the — 12 = Law;. 

But Intentions juſtify the . d 
CO Hear'n' good, de Cauſe is good, the Mon 
No matter whence it comes. | {good 

Buſ. Our City Bands are twenty thouſand ftrong 3 
Well diſciplin'd, well arm'd, well ſeaſon'd 'Traitorsz 
ned Heads, that leave no oom for Kernel 


Shop Conſciences, of proof againſt an Oath, 


Preach'd up, and ready tinn d ſor 1 Rebellion, a . 9 


', Mg 
" © . 
comms, - — 8 * „ - 


* * 


In that Proceſſion, he's more fit for 


The Dake of Guiſe. 
Gui. Why then the noble Plot is fit for birth ; 
And labouring France cries out for Midwife Hands. 
We miſs'd ſurprizing of the King at Blois, 
When laſt the States were held; twas overſight: 
Beware we make not ſuch another Blot. 
Card. This holy time of Lent we have him ſure; 
He goes unguarded, mix d with * Fryars, 
eavn: 
What hinders us to ſeize the Royal Penitent, 
And cloſe him in a Cloyſter? 
Cur. Or diſpatch him? I love to make all ſure, 
Gui. No, guard him ſafe ; 
Thin Diet will do well; *twill ſtarve him into Reaſons. 
Fill he exclude his Brother of Navarre, 
And graft Succeſſion on a worthier Choice: 
To favour this, five hundred Men in Arms 
Shall ſtand w d to enter at your Call, 
And ſpeed ork: St. Marmi Gate was nam d! 
But — Conty, who commands AY 
2 me P there. | 
Baſ. I know Conty ; 
A Arps , conſcientious, loyal Rogue: | . 
I peach, and ruin all. | 
Card. Give out he's Arbitrary, a Navarriſ. 'P 
A Heretick ; diſcredit him betimes,. | 
And make his Witneſs void. | 
Cur. TIl ſwear him guilty. 
I ſwallow Oaths as eaſy as Snap-Dragon, 
Mock-Fire that never burns. 
Gui. Then, Buffy, be't your care tadmit my Trooph 
At Porte St. Honore : | Riſes. ] * wears apace, 
And Day-light muſt not peep on dark Deſigns. 
I will my ſe elke Court; ; Pay y formal Duty ; 
Take leave; and to my Government retire, 
impatient to be ſoon recall'd ;. to fee 
The King impriſon'd, and the Nation free. [Excunt. 


Enter * 
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In one and twenty Years to be his Slave, 


Enter Malicom. 


Mal. Each diſmal Minute, when I callto mind 
'The Promiſe that I made the Prince of Hell, 


Of which near twelve are gone, my Soul runs back, 
The Wards of Reaſon roll into their Spring. 

O horrid Thought! but one and twenty Years, 
And twelve near paſt, then to be ſteep'd in Fire, 


Daſſi d againſt Rocks, or ſnatch'd from molten Lead, His 


Reeking and dropping, piece-meal born by Winds, 7 he 
And quiench'd ten thouſand Fathom in the Deep ! iy 
8 | [ Knocking at the Door. 0 


But hark ! he comes, ſee there, my Blood ſtands Kills 1 


My Spirits ſtart an end for Guis Fate. = 
4 A Doi on 
What Counſel does the Fate of Gulf require? You 
Dev. Remember with his Prince there's no delay, * G 
But, the Sword drawn, to fling the Sheath away; I Fw 
Let not the fear of Hell his Spirit grieve, | Thi 


The Temb is ſtill, whatever Fools believe: Pace” 
Laugh at the Tales which wither'd Sages bring, Me 
Proverbs and Morals, let the waxen Ki on 
That rules the Hive, be born without a Sting; 


Let Guiſe by Blood reſolve to mount to Pow'r, | _ 
And he is great as Mecha's Emperor ; 2 
He comes, bid him not ſtand on Altar Vows, Thi. 
But then ſtrike deepeſt, when he loweſt bows ; 0 * 
Tell him F ate's aw'd when an Uſurper ſprings, 7. al 
And joins to croud out juſt indulgent Kings. ¶Vaniſbei. Wo < 
Enter the Duke of Guiſe, and Duke of Mayen. A — 
May. All Offices and Dignities he gives 2 | 
To ygur profeſt and moſt invetexate Foes ; | P 
But if he were inclin'd, as we could wiſt him, wm. 


There A Sol 


2 


There 


The Duke of Guiſe. IS. 
There is a Lady Regent at his Ear, | 
That never pardons. | 

Gui. Poiſon on her Name! * 
Take my Hand on't, that Cormorant Dowager 


Will never reſt, till ſhe has all our Heads 


In her Lap. I was at Bayonne with her, > hd 
When ſhe, the King, and griſly 4 Alva met; 
Methinks I ſee her liſtening now before me, 
Marking the very motion of his Beard, | 
His op'ning Noftrils and his dropping Lids: +4 
I hear him croak too to the gaping Council?! 
« Fiſh for the great Fiſh, no care for Frogs 
Cut off the Poppy-Heads, Sir; Madam, charm 
«© The Winds but faſt, the Billows will be ſtill.“ 
May. But, Sir, how comes it you ſhould be thus warm j 
Still puſhing Councils when among your Friends; 
Vet at the Court cautious, and cold as Age, wes 
Your Voice, your Eyes,: your. Mien ſo FErent,, | 
You ſeem to me two Men; OW OR | 
Gui. The Reaſon's plain: 1 
Hot with my Friends, becauſe the Queſtion giv'n, 
I ſtart the Judgement right where others drag. 
This is the effect of equal Elements, 
And Atoms juſtly pois d; nor ſhould you wonder 
More at the ſtrength of Body than of Mind. 
"Tis equally the {ame to ſee me plunge 
Headlong into the Sein all over arm'd, 
And plough againſt the Torrent to my point, 
As 'twas to hear my Judgement on the Germans. 
This toanother Man would be a brag ; 
Or at the Court among my Enemies, 
To be as I am here quite of my Guard, | 
Would make me ſuch another thing as. Grillo, 
A blunt, hot, honeſt, downright, valiant Fool. 
May. Yet this you muſt allow a Failure in you 
You love his Niece, and to a Politician 
All Paſſion's Bane, but Love directly Death. 
Gui, Falſe, falſe, my Mayen, thou'rt but half Gui/e 
Were ſhe not ſuch a wondrous Compoſition, (again 
A Soul fo fluſh'd as mine is with Ambition, 


Ko —— — 


Sagacious- 
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20 The Duke of Guiſe. 
Sagacious and ſo nice, muſt have diſdain'd her; 
But ſhe was made when Nature was in humour, wh 
As if a Grillon got her on the Queen, 

Where all the honeſt Atoms foughrrheir Way, 
Took a full Tincture of the Mother's Wit, 
But left the Dregs of Wickedneſs behind. 


May. Have you not told her what we have in hand 1 


Gui. My utmoſt aim has been to hide it from her, 
But there i'm ſhorr, by'the long Chain of Cauſes 
She has ſcan'd it, juſt as if ſhe were my Soul: | 
And tho I flew about with Circumſtances, 
Denials, Oaths, Improbabilities; ; 
Vet thro' the Hiſtories of our Lives, ſhe look'd, - 
She ſaw, ſhe overcame. 

May. Why then we're all nndone, . 

Gui: Again tb =o 4 
Chaſte as 
Her Ras 2s ook me to the 
J tell thee, ſhe's the Character of Heavin: 
Such an habitual ep 8 
She dazzles, walks 
But ſee, ſhe comes, call. the b dbl Ok Guiſe, 
While Malicorn attends for ſome Dif 
Before I take my Farewel of the Court. 


Enter Marmoutier. 


Mar. Ah, Guiſe, you are undone, 
Gui. How, Madam ? ; 
Mar. Loſt, 
Beyond the ſibility of Hope: 
Deſpair, and die. 
Gui. You menace deeply, Madam; 
And ſhould this come from any Mouth but your's, 
My Smile ſhould anſwer how the Ruin touch'd me. 
Mar. Why do you leave the Court? 
Gui. The Court leaves me. 
Mar. Were there no more but Wearineſs of State, 
Or cou d you, like great Sci 70, retire, 
Gall Rome ungrateful, and ſit down with that; guch 
u 


ou d as DE 


i . 
The Duke of Guiſe, , 2x 
Such inward Gallantry would gain you more 1 
Than all the ſullied Conqueſt you can boaſt. 
But oh, you want that Roman Maſtery; 
Vou have too much of the tumultuous Times, 
And I muſt mourn the Fate of your Ambition. 
Gui. Becauſe the King diſdains my Services, 
Muſt I not let him know I dare be gone? 
What, when I feel his Council on my Neck, 
Shall I not caſt em backward if I can; 
And at his Feet make known their Villany ? 
Mar. No, Guiſe, not at his Feet, but on his Head ; 
For there you ſtrike. 5 
Gui. Madam, you wrong me now; 
For ſtill whate' er ſhall come in Fortune's whirl, 
His Perſon muſt be ſafe. 
Mar. I cannot think it. 
However, your laſt Words confeſs tos much. 
Confeſs ! What need I urge that Evidence, 
When every Hour I ſee you court the Croud, 
When with the Shouts of the rebellious Rabble, 
I ſee you born on Shoulders to Cabals ; 
Where with the Traitorous Council of Sixteen, 
You fit and plot the Royal Henrys Death; 
Cloud the Majeſtick Name with Fumes of Wine, 
Infamous Scrolls, and treaſonable Verſe; 
While, on the other ſide, the Name of Guiſe, 
By the whole Kennel of the Slaves, is rung : 
Pamphleteers, Balladmongers, fing your Ruin, 
While all the Vermin of , up vile Parifians 
Toſs up their greaſy Caps where- e er you paſs, 
And hurl your difty Glories in your Face. 
Gui. Can I h p this? ̃ 
Mar. By Heav'n I'd earth my ſelf, 
Rather than live to act ſuch black Ambition: 
But, Sir, you ſeek-it with your Smiles and Bows, 
This fide, and that fide congeeing to the Croud; 
You have your Writers too, that cant your Battek, 
That ſtile you the new David, Second Moſes, 
Prop of the Church, Deliverer of the People. 
Thus from the City, as from the Heart, they c 


222 Dye Duke of Guiſe. 
Thro' all the Provinces, alarm the Countries, 
Where they run forth in Heaps, bellowing your Won. Th 
Then cry, The King, the King's a Hugonot, (ders, 15 


And, ſpite of us, will have Nawarre ſucceed, : 
Spite of the Laws, and ſpite of our Religion: Yo 
But we'll pull 'em down, down with 'em, down. [ Kineel;, Ne 


Gui. Ha, Madam! Why this Poſture ? 
Mar. Hear me, Sir: | 
For, if tis poſſible, my Lord, I'll move you. 
Look back, return, implore the Royal Mercy, 

Fer 'tis too late, I beg you by theſe Tears, 

Theſe Sighs, and by th' ambitious Love you bear me 
By all the Wounds of your poor groaning Country, 
That bleeds to Death, O ſeek the beſt of Kings, 
Kneel, fling your ſtubborn Bedy at his Feet: 

Your Pardon ſhall be fign'd, your Country ſav'd, 

Virgins and Matrons all ſhall ſing your Fame, 

— every Babe ſhall bleſs the Gui/e's Name. 
Gui. O rite, thou Image of the Deity ; 

You ſhall prevail, I will do any thing ; 

You have broke the very Gall of my Ambition, 
And all my Powers now float in Peace again: 

Be ſatisfy'd that I will fee the 8 
Kneel to him, e'er I journey to Champaign, 

And beg a kind Farewel. e Is, 

Mar. No, no, my Lord; 
I ſee thro that, you but withdraw a while, 
To muſter all the Forces that you can, 
And then rejoin the Council of Sixteen. 
You muſt not go. 
Gui, All the Heads of the League 
E me, and Thave gd my Honour. (fav'd, 
ar. Would all thoſe Heads were off, ſo yours were 

Once more, O Guiſe, the weeping Marmoutier 

Intreats you do not go. e 
Vai. Is't poſſible | 
'T hat * ould ſay, in this he muſt refuſe you ? 
Mar. Go then, my Lord, I late receiv'd a Letter 
From one at Court, who tells me the King loves me: 
Read it, there is no more than what you hear, | 


The Duke of Guiſe. 23 
1 have Jewels offer'd too, perhaps may take em: 
And if you go from Paris, I'll to Court. | 
Gui. But Madam, I have often heard you fay, 
You lov'd not Courts. | 
Mar. Perhaps I have chang'd my Mind: 
Nothing as yet could draw me, but a King, 
And ſuch a King, fo good, ſo juſt, ſo great, 
That at his Birth the Heavenly Counell paus'd, 
And then at laſt cry'd out, This is a Man. 
Gui. Come, tis but Counterfeit ; you dare not go. 
Mar. Go to your Government, and try. 
Cui. I will. | 
Mar. Then I'Il to Court, nay, to the King, 
Gui. By Heav'n 
T1 ſwear, you cannot, ſhall not, dare not ſee him 
Mar. Heav'n I can, I dare, nay, and I will: 
And nothing but your Stay ſhall hinder me; 
For now, methinks, I long for't. 
Gui. Poflible ! 
Mar. Tl give you yet a little time to think: 
But if I hear you go to take your leave; | 
Ill meet you there, before the Fhrone I'll ſtand; 
Nay, you ſhall ſee me kneel, and kiſs his' Hand, "Thy 
Gui. Furies and Hell! She does but try me: Hal 
This is the Mother-Queen and Efpernon, = 
Abbot Delbene, Alphonſo Corſo too, — 
All pack d to plot, and turn me into Madneſs, 
, [ Reading the Letter. 


Enter Cardinal Guiſe, Duke if Mayen, Malicorn, Ge. 


Ha ! can it de! Madam, the King loves you. [ Reads. - 

But Vengeance I will have; to pieces, thus, | 

To pieces with em all, [ears the Letter. 
Card. Speak lower. IS 5 
Gui, No; 1 «4 

By all the Torments of this galling Paſſion, 

III hollow the Revenge I vow, ſo loud, 

My Father's Ghoſt ſhall hear me up to Heav'n, | 
Card. Contain your ſelf, this Outrage will undo us, 


s Gui * 


24 The Duke of Cale. 
Gui. All things are ripe, and Love new - points their * 


Ruin. 


Ha ! my good Lords, what if the murd*r ing Council The 


Were inour power, ſhould the eſcape our Juſtice ? Kno 

I ſee by each Man's lay ing of his Hand Whe 

"Upon his. Sword, you ſwear the like Revenge. Amo 

For me, I wiſh that mine may both rot —— Ther 

Card. No more. For £ 

May. The Council of Sixteen attend you. And 

Gui. I go-—That Vermin may devour my Line, 4 

That I may die like the late — Franci, I 

Under the Barber's Hands, Impoſthumes choak me, Ao 

If while alive I ceaſe to chew their Ruin To ſe 

Ss - Alphonſo Corſo, Grillon, Prieſt, together, 8 
To hang em in Effigy; nay, to tread, Mo 

Drag, ſtamp, nl grid. em, aker they are dead, The ( 


Le. There 


Should 


ACTI. SCENE I. 


Ab. 

ge 

Told | 

Enter Queen-Mother, Abbot Delbene, Polin. * + 

nd le 

2. M. — RAY markthe Formofthe Conſpiracy: But th! 


) Gaife gives it out he journeys to Chan- And d 


- paign, Madar 
2 1 64 But lurks indeed at Lern, hard by 2 
4, E. 
Where every Hour he hears, and gives Inftruftions, The B 
Mean time the Council of Sixteen affure him For no 
They have' — ie = When 
| Ls it not ſo, Polin ES But ſee 
| Pol. True, on my Life: Let us 


And if the King doubts the D 

Send me to the Baile till all be ors. | 
| 2. M. Call C Grillon, | ae King would ſpeak Vor 
with him. [Exit Polin. | 
| . Was ever Age like this 2M: 
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» The Duke of Guile. 


\eir 2. M. Polin is honeſt : 
Beſide, the whole Proceeding is ſo like | 
il The hair-brain'd Rout, I gueſs'd as much before: | 
Know then, it is reſolv'd to ſeize. the King. | |\1|] 
When next he goes in penitential Weeds, JA. | 
Among the Friars, without his uſual Grardss - 
Then, under ſhew of popular Sedition, er bt 3 
For Safety, ſhut him in a Monaſtery, Ga. 
* ſacrifice his Favourites to their Rage. 1 
bs, Ab. When is this Council to be held again? 
7 M. Immediately upon the Duke's Departure; 
Why ſends not then the King ſufficient Guards, 
| To _ hy Fiends, and — — 8 . 
"Tis in appearance eaſy, but 
el hazardous; — upon th" Alarm, 
The City would be ſure to be in Arms: _ ”. 
Therefore to undertake, and not to com} | 
ber der zee eee eee, 
You w th' I. ro 1 3 : | 
He that will venture on a Hornet's Neſt, it 
Should arm his Head, and buckler well his Breaſt. | ; 
. But wherefore ſeems the King fo unreſolv'd ? | 
„M. I brou 1 
Told him N cry'd out to take art F839 
| A Reſolution to preſerve his Life, x 1 oe 280 | 
And look on Gui as a-reclaimleſs Rebel. 1 
cy: But thro the natural Sweetneſs of his T 


And dange Idly he 'd, 
* : Mn gas pans mos ue - 1 


by . cg. Vat ad al could we but fix bim. | | 1 
9. M. Right, | 
N 
or nobleſt Natures, tho 
When once provok d, they turn the Face to Danger.” 
But ſee, he comes, 47 Corſo with him: 
Let us withdraw, and when tis fit, n. * | 
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Enter King, 3 


4540 Sir. ; * n 

Ka . Ethink-thou lov me. 

4 More than my Life. ' . - 

That's much; yet I * thee. | 

My other has the Judgement of the World, 
And all move by that : N _— 
She has a cruel Wit. 
˖ VHlpb. The Provocation, Sir. 


King. I know it well: 5 
Heart within thy Hand, 


But if Fthowdſt have m 
All Conjurations blot the Names of Kings. | "4 


What Honours, Intereſt, were the World to buy 
Shall make a brave Man ſmile, and do a-Murder? | 
Therefore I hate the Memory of Bretus, + | 
I mean the latter, ſo cry'd up in Story. 
Cæſar did ill, but did it in the Sun, © | 
And foremoſt in the Field; but ſneaking Braves, | 
Whom none but Cowards and'white-liver'd Knaves 
Would dare commend, Tagging behind this Fellows, 
His Dagger in his Boſom, ſtabb'd his Father. 
This is a Blot which Tu/h's Bloquence | 
Could ne'er wipe off, tho? the miſtaken Man 
Makes bold to call thoſe Traitors Men Divine, 
Alps. Tully was wiſe, but wanted Conſtancy. 


Enter Queen-Mother, Aube Delbene. 
M. Good Eren, th "tis therime ardent 
2; fro you 


To wait on: 
2 Oh Madam. 
„M. Sir. 
ig. Oh Mother, but T cannot make it way 
Chace and Shades, tis huddled up in Night. 
wa Speak then, for 8 is Morning to the Mind, 
th reads the beauteous I iges abroad, IC. 
elſe lie furl d and clouded in the Soul. 


King, 


ler 


lind, 


But 1 have liv'd too long, fince my own Blood 


| WhereallourThoughts atom like 


- But lies in wait till Paris is in e- 


8.7 You works embark me in a ; Sea of Blood. 
You fee the Plot directiy on your Perſon; 
* give it o'er, I did but ſtate the Cate. 

Take Guife into your Heart, and drive your Friends ; 
Let Knaves in Shops preſcribe you howto ſway, 

And when they read your Acts, with their vile Breath | 
Proclaim aloud, they like not this or that: 


Then in a drove come l to the Lowvre, 
And cry they'll —_— ), chas chey will, 
Or 29 be no 

Tis true, 1 


New: ow a Mean, Weser they getths ke 
But Oh, if the Deſign we lay ſhould fail, 
Better the Trajtors never ſhould be touch'd, + ifs 
If Execution cries not out tis done. 

2.M. No, Sir; you cannot fear the ſure been: 7 


Dares not confide in her that gave him Being, 
King.Stay Madam, ſtay, come back, forgive my Fears; 


peſt Streams. 
Enow then, I hate iring Guiſe to death! FD. 
Whor'd Marguerite p 


upon my Life 

And ſhall I not revenge? 

M. Why this is Harryz ; 
Harry at Moncontour, when in his Bloom 
He ſaw no Admiral Coligzy's Back. 

King. O this Whale Guik, with all the Lerrain Fry. 
Might I but view him after his Plots and Plunges, 
Struck on thoſe cowring Shallows that await him; 
This were a Florence piece indeed. | 
M. He comes to take his leave. Lt. 107 
ng. Then for Champaign | W 


Call Grillon in; all that I 
Is to be buſh'd __ — the Confaltation, 
As Urns that never blab. 
— LOI 
n and then you need not far your Foes 


02 


— 


— pu Git. 
| \ Enter Grillon. 


King. Welcome my Honeſt Ma my old try'd Friend, 
Why doſt thou fly me, Grillun, and retire? 
Grill. Rather let me demand your Majeſty, 
Why fly you from your ſelf? I've heard you ſay 
You'd arm againſt the League, why do you not? 
The Thoughts of ſuch as you are Starts Divine, 
And when you mould with ſecond Caſt, the Spirit, 
The Air, the Life, the golden Vapour's gone. 
i King. Soft, my old Friend, erat upon my Life, 
Polis ſhall tell thee more: haſt thou not heard | 
Th' unſufferable Affronts he daily offers, 
War without Treaſure on the Hugenots, 
While I am forc'd againſt my bent of Soul, | 
Againſt all Laws, all Cuſtom, Right, Succeſſion, F 
To caſt Navarrefrom the Imperial Line ? (tor. t 
Grill. Why do you, Sir? Death, let me tell the Tray- \ 
Ling. Peace, Gai/e is going to his Government; 
You are his Foe of old: Go to him, Grilhz; 
Viſit him as from. me, to be _—_— 
In this great War againſt the 1 
And prithee tell him roundly of his F Faults; 3 143 . 
No 2 ther, honeſt Grillan. | 
SGrill. Shall I fight him? 
- King. I charge thee not. ] 
Grill. If he provokes me, firike him ? . 
Yow'll grant me that. ] 
King. Not ſo, my honeſ Soldier. ] 
Yet ſpeak to him. | 


G ill. I will by Heav'n'to th' purpo 
An1if he force a beating, who can 1 5 1 (Px. Grill 
King. Follow Alphonſo ; when the 1 is * 
Call me to part em. ; 
AM. Grillon to aſk him Pardon, ] 
Wil let Gui/e know, we are not in the dark. 
| _ _ You hittheJudgement ; yet,O yet, there's mare, 
ng upon my Heart, after theſe Counſels, 
So ſoft, ar d io unwort iy to be nam'd. 


PR 


rill. 


And foil my vow'd Deſigns. Madam, I ſee 


Mend me this Curl. 


The Duke of Guiſe. 29 
N. They ſay that Grillons Niece is come to Court, 
means to kiſs your Hand. || [Exit Q. Mother. 
King. Could I but it. | YEW 
O my dear Father, n me in this, 4 51 
And then enjoin me all that Man can ſuffeer 


But ſure the Powers above will take our Tears 
For ſuch a fault, Love is ſo like themſelves. [Exeunt; 


SCENE II. The Louvre. 
Enter Guiſe attended with his Family, Marmoutier meet- 
ing him new dreſt, attended, &c. 4 


Gui. Furies, ſhe keeps her Word, and I am loſt; 
Yet let not thy Ambition ſhew it to her, 
For after all ſhe does it. but to try me, 


You're come to Court ; the Robes you wear become you : 
Your Air, your Mien, your Charms, your every Gracc, 
Will kill at leaſt your thouſand in a Ya (ſand ? 
Mar. What, awhole Day, and kill but one poor thou- 
An Hour you mean, and in that Hour ten thouſand ? 
Yes, I wow'd make with every Glance a Murder. 
Gui. Woman! 
Mar. You ſee, niy Lord, 
T have my Followers, like you: I ſwear | 
The Court's a Heav'nly Place; but o' my Heart, 
I know not why that Sigh ſhould come uncall'd ; 
Perhaps *twas for your going, yet I ſwear 
I never was ſo mov'd, O Gui/e, as now; 
Ju as you enter'd, when from yonder Window 
ſaw the King. N 
Gui. Woman, all over Woman. | 
The World confeſſes, Madam, Henry's Form 
Is Noble and Majeſtick. 
Mar. O you grudge | | 
Th' extorted Praiſe, and ſpeak him but by halves. 
Gui. Prieſt, Corſo, Devils! how ſhe carries it! 
dk MF; i Mar. 


Fo * Deb of Oui 


Mar. I ſee, my Lord, yon are come totake your leave. g 
And were it not to give the Court Suſpicion, n 
J would oblige you, os . 351 

To lead me to the Ki 


- Gui. Death and the n f ] 
Mar. But ſince that cannot be, III take: my leave . 
Of you, my Lord, Heawn grant your Journey ſafe, [ 
Farewell once more: Not ſtir? Does this become you? 
Does your Ambition-{well into your Eyes?” 1 
Jealouſy by this Light: Nay then, proud Gui/e, 1 
I tell you, you're not worthy of the Grace, / 
But I will carry't; Sir, to thoſe that are, 1 
And leave you to the Curſe of Boſom War. (Bare | 
May. Is this the Heav*nly —— 1 C 
Cui. Devil, Devil, as they are all; + 8 
"Tis true, at firſt ſhe caught the Heav'nly Form. 1 
But now Ambition ſets her on her Head. 
By Hell, I fee the cloven Mark upon her: 1 
Ha! * here! ome new Cour: Trick upon we 1 
nter Grillon. 0 
Grill: Sir, I ned Buſineſs for = Ear. , 0 
Gui. Retire. [ Exeunt his Rullemers, B. 
lt Grill. The King, my. Lord, commanded: me to wait A 
fl And bid you welcome to the Court. (you, T1 
Gui. The King | B. 
| Still Toads me with new Honours, but none greater 
Than this the laſt. Y 
Cerill. There is one greater yet, d 
Your High Commiſſion againſt the n C 
I and'my Family ſhall ſhortly wait. you, . Zac n B. 
And 'twill be glorious Work. _ LES V 
| Gui. If you are there, 8 2 SN 
There muſt be Action. El | M 
| Grill. Oh, your Pardon, Sip. | ; 
I'm but a Stripling i in the Trade of War; B 
But you, whoſe Life is one continued Broil, 
W hat will not your Triumphant Arms accompliſh? B 
- You, that were form'd for Maſtery in War; | F. 


That 


% 


e 


. 
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The Duke f Guile 31 
That, with a ſtart, cry'd to your Brother Mayenne, 
To Horle, and flaughter'd forty thouſand Ger mans. 
Gui. Let me beſeech you, Colonel, no more. 
Grill, But, Sir, ſince-I, muſt make at leaſt a 
In this great Buſineſs, let me underſtand. | 
What tis you mean, and why you force the King 
Upon ſo dangerous an Expedition | at 
Gui. Sir, I intend the Greatneſs of the King, 
The Greatneſs, of all France, whom it imports 
T's make their Arms their, Buſineſs, Aim, and Glory: 
And where ſo proper, as upon.thole Rebels = 
That cover'd all the State with Blood and Death? 
Grill. Stor'd Arſenals and Armories, Fields of Horſe, 
Ordnance, Munition, and the Nerve of War, 
Sound Infantry, not haraſs'd-and: diſeas'd, 
To meet the ſierce Navarre, ſhould-firſt be thought on. 
Gui. I find; my, Lord, the Argument grows warm; 
Therefore, thus much, ang, L have done, I go 
To join the holy League in, this. great, War, 
In which no Place of Office, or mand, 
Not of the Greateſt, ſhall be bought or ſold: 
Whereas, too often Honours are confer d. 
On Soldiers, and no Soldiers; this Man knighted 


Figure 


Becauſe he d a Troop before his Dinner. 
And ſculk'd behind a Hedge ith' Aſternoon. 


I will have ſtrict Examination made | 
Betwixt the Meritorious and the Baſe, _ (doubt 

Grill. You have mouth'd, it. bravely, and there is no 
Voyr Deeds would; anſwer well your. haughty Words; 
Yet let me tell you, Sit, there is a Man, | 
Curſe on the Hearts that hate him, that wou'd better, 
Better than you, or all your puffy Race, 


That better would become the Great Battalion: 


That when he ſhines in Arms, and ſuns the Field, 
Moves, f. , and fights, and is himſelf a War. 
, Gui. Youu Idol, Sir, you mean the Great Navarre; 
ut yet | L 
Grill. No yet, my Lord of Guiſe, no yet; 
By Arms, I bar you that; I ſwear, no yet; 


For never was his like, nor ſhall again, 
O 4 The 


2 Te Dole er 
Thoꝰ voted from his Right by your curs'd Leaf 
ui. ay Hh net too raſhly of the holy mo * 
2571. 7 ! dar'ſt th Non: i 
Gri A "| thou 
'Thoſe Villains? 2x 
Gui. Pll not juſtify a Villain 
More than your elf: but if you thus orogdes, 
If every heated Breath can puff away, 
On each Surmiſe, the Lives of free-born People, 
What need that awful General — * 
The Aſſembly of the States? Nay, let me wn 
If thus they vilify the holy — . 5 
What may their Heads e | 
Grill. What, if I cou'd, 
They ſhould be certain of, . Piles of Fire. 
| Gui Colonel, tis very well, I know your Mind, 
Which without fear or flattery to your Perſon, 
Pl tell the King, and then, with his Permiſlion, 
Proclaim it for a warning to our People. 
Grill. Come, you're a Murderer yourſelf within, 
A Traitor. © 
Gui. Thou a— hot old hair-brain'd Fool. 
Grill. You were Complotter with the curſed Leng, 
The black Abettor of our Harry" s Death. 
Gui. "Tis falſe. 
Grill. "Tis true, as thou art dio ede 
Thou double Traitor, to conſpire fo baſely, | 
And when found out, more baſely to-deny't. - + + 
Sui. Ogracious H. . 
Leſt this old Ruſt of War, cis Knetey EN 
Should raiſe me to Extremes. 
Grill. If thou' rt a Man, te 1 
That didſt refuſe a Challenge of e | 
Come forth. 
Gui. Go on, fince thou'rt reſolv'd on Death, 
Tll follow thee, and rid 15 1 N 1 Soul. 


ter 
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Enter King, Queen-Mother, ; Alphonſo, Abbot, &c. _ 


But ſee, the King: 1 ſcorn to ruin thee. 
Therefore go tel him, tell him thy own Storr. 
King. Ha, Colonel, is this your Friendly Vice Y 
Tell me the Truth, how. happen'd this Diſorder ? 
Thoſe ruffled Hands, red Looks, and Port of Fury 
Grill. I told him, Sir, fince you will have it ſo, 
He was the Author of the Rebel League, 
Therefore a Traitor, and a Murderer. 
King. Ist poſſible? 
No matter, Sir, no matter: 6.” 
A few hot Words, no more upon my Life ; 85 
The old Man rouz'd and ſhook himſelf a little: 1 
So if yo ou Majeſty will do me Honour, ' 
I do beſeech you let the Buſineſs die 
King. Grillon, ſubmit your ſelf, and aſk his Pardon. 
Grill. Pardon me! I cannot do't. Ya 
King. Where are the Guards ? | 
Gui. Hold, Sir; come Colonel, T'll alk Ps for 
This ſoldierly Embrace makes up the Breach; (you, 
We will be ſorry, Sir, for one another. | Mm 
Grill. My Lord I know not what to anſwer you, 
I'm Friends, and I am not, and ſo farewell. [ Exit. 
King. You have your Orders ; yet before you 8% 
Take this Embrace, I court you for my F riend, 
Tho' Grillun wou'd not. 
Gui. I thank you on my Knees ; 
And ſtill while Life ſhall late, will take ri care | 
To juſtify my Loyalty to your Perſon. [Exit, 
7 Excellent Loyalty, to lock you up! 
I ſeeeven to the bottom of his Soul: 
And, . ada, I muſt ſay the Gui/e has Beauties; 
But they are ſet in Night, and foul Deſign: . 
He was my Friend when young, and might be füll. | 
Abbot. Mark*d you his hollow Accents at the parting? 
9.M. Grave in his Smiles. 
o Death in his bloodleſs Hands. 
o Mer! now I will haſte to meet ther; "os 
95 Abet 


— 
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The Face of Beauty, on this rifing Horror 
Looks like the midnight Moon upon a Murder; 
It gilds the dark Deſign that ſtays for Fate, | 
And drives the Shades that thicken from the State. 

eh ont now bd anc lev Tot) OOO 


Ac n. SCENE I. 


Enter Grillon and Polin. 


5 ix nd Bi 
11. AV chen this pious Council of Sixteen I 
9 -4 Scented your lait Diſcovery of the Plot? 
- Pal. Not as from me, for till I kennel 
"1 _ 1778 with them, ates | ”T 
And bark as loud as the moſt deep-mouth'd Traytor, T 
oaink the King, his Government and Laws; | W 
ereon immediately there runs a Cry *© N 
OF, Seize him on the next Proceſſion, ſeize him, T 
And clap the Chi/perick in a Monaſtry. 
Thus it was fix d, as I before diſcover'd : 
But when, againſt his Cuſtom, they perceiv'd 
The King abſented, ſtrait the Rebels met, Fe 
And roar'd, they were undone. _. | ; Sh 
Grill. Oh, tis like 'em,--  _ | P. 
"is like their mungrel Souls; Fleſh em with Fortune, W 
And they will worry Royalty to death: 
But if ſome erabbed Virtue turn and pinch 'em, | 
Mark me, they'll run and yelp, and clap their Tails, O 
Like Curs, betwixt their Legs, and howl for Mercy. Bu 
44 Pol. But Malicorn, ſagacious on the point, | Su 
| -—Cry'd:call. the Sheriffs, and bid em arm their Bands; Di 
| Add yet to this, to raiſe you above hope, Li 
The Gui my Maſter will be here to-day. M. 
| bare gueſs of what has been reveal'd, Ar 
d a Meſſenger to give him notice: | W 


„ e ol all this Factor of the Fiends 
N * f Ceu'd 


en 
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Cob d urge, D 
But lee, they cage | 175 5 


Enter Sheriff with the Poles, 


Grill. Away, PL have amongſt em: 
Fly to the King, warn him of Guiſe's coming, 5 
That he may ſtrait diſpatch. his ſtrict Commando 
To ſtop him. 

19her. Nay, this is Colonel Grillen, 

The Blunderbuſs o'th* Court, aways aways 
He carries Ammunition in his Face. 

Grill. Hark you, my Friends, if you are not in halle, 
Becauſe you are the Pillars of the ta 
I wou'd inform you of a general Ruin. 

2 Sher. Ruin to the City ! marry, Heav'n forbid. - 

Grill. Amen, I ſay z for look you, I'm your Friend. 
"Tis blown about you've plotted on the King, 

To ſeize him, if not him; for who knows, 
When ance your Conſcience yields, how far*twill ſtretch? 
Next, quite to daſh your 1 hopes i in be. 
The Duke of Guiſe is dead. 

1 Sher. Dead, Colonel! 

2 Sher. Undone; undone! . 

Grill. The World cannot redeem you ; 

For what, Sirs, if the King, provok'd at laft, 
Should join the Spaniard, and ſhould fire your City, 
Paris your Head, but a moſt venomous r 
Which muſt be bloodedꝰ | 

1 Sher. Blooded, Colonel! 

Grill. Ay, blooded, thou moſt infamous k 
Or you will blood'the King, and burn the Louvre: 
But, cer that be, fall million miſcreant Souls, | 
Such Earth-born Minds as yours; for mark me Slaves, - 
Did you not Ages paſt conſigu your Lives, * 
Liberties, Fortunes, to 1 2. Hands, 1 
Made em the Guardians of your ſickly Years, 

And now you're grown' up to a Booby's Greatneſs, 
What, w. 8 e gens prog, 
| 32 ** 


* g FP 
T he Duke of Guiſe 
Now, by e 2 
| You ſhall as — be ſav'd for packing Juries. 
| 1 Sher, Why, Sir, may nt Citizens fav'd ? 
Grill. Ves, Sir, | 
From drowning, to be hang Ad, burke, broke o'th' wheel. 
1 Sher. Colonel, you ok us plain. 
Grill. A Plague confound you, - 
Why ſhould I not? what is there in ſuch Raſcals; 
Should make me hide my Thought, or hold my tongue ? 
Now, in the Devil's Name, what makes you here, - 
Daubing the Infide of the Court like Snails, 
Sliming our Walls, and pricking out your Harns a 
To hear, I warrant, what the King's a doing. 
And what the Cabinet-Council, then to th City, 
To ſpread your monſtrous Lyes, and ſow Sedition 2. | 
Wild-Fire choak you. | | 
1 Sber. Well, well think of this, 
And ſo we take our leaves. 
Grill. Nay, ſtay, my Maſters; _ 
For I'm a thinking now juſt whereabouts 
Grow the two talleit Trees in Arden Foreſt: : 
1 Sher. For what, pray Calonel, if we may be ſo bold? 
Grill. Why to hang you upon the. — Ar r 
"Fore God it will be ſo; and I ſhall lau 
To ſee you dangling to and fro ith? Air, . Ur 
With the honeſt Crows picking your Traitor” $ Limbs 
Hil. Good Colonel! | 


; 5 * 


Grill. Good Rats, my precious Vermin, > 
You movi ng Dirt, you rank ſtark Muck oth”. OP 
You Oven- ats. you things ſo far from Souls, 

Like Dogs you're out of Providence's ach! 

And only. fit for hanging: but be gone. 

And think of Planderx——You right Elder Sheriff, 230 

Who carv'd our Henry's Image on a Table, 

At your Club-Feaſt, and after tabb'd it ae ME: Diet bat 
1 Sher. Mercy, good Colonel. | J 

Grill. Run with your Noſe. to Eartb, 

Run Blood- hound, run, and bent ont Royal e 

You ſecond Rogue, but equal to the ſirſt. 

Plunder, go hang, nay take your tackling with your 
or 


> 
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For thels bal hold you faſt, your rr 
To the mid in the Sun: 


[Exunt 


7 and P le, 
Plunder, be gone Vipers, als and e 5 
Enter Malicorn. 


Ha, but here comes a Fiend that ſoars above | my 
? A Prince oth' Air, that ſets the Mud a moving. 
Mal. - Colonel, a word. 
Grill. I hold no ſpeech with Villains. 
Mal. But, Sir, it may concern your Fame and Safety. 
Grill. No matter, I had rather die traduc'd, | 

Than live by ſuch a Villain's help as thine. 

Mal. Hate then the Traytor, but yet love the Treaſon. 

Grill. Why, are you not a Villain ? 

Mal. Tis confeſs'd. | 

Grill. Then in the name of all thy Brother PRO 
What wouldſt thou have with me? 

Mal. I know you're honeſt, 

Therefore it is my buſineſs to diſturb you. | 
Grill. *Fore God Ell beat thee, if — urge me father, 
Mal, Why tho' you ſhou'd, yet if you hear me after, 

The Pleaſure 1 ſhall take in your aan Þ BE 

Will heal my Bruiſes. - ON 
Grill. Wert thou definite, Rogue, | 5 

Pfaith, I'think that I ſhould give thee being 

But ſuch a boundleſs Villany as thine 

Admits no Patience. 

Mal, Vour Niece is come to Court, 

And yields her Honour ta our Henry's Bed. 

6440 Thou ly'ſt, damn'd Villain. Toile fm 
Mal. So, why this I lock d e os 
But yet I (wear by Hell and my ai ‚ 3 8 

"Tis true, as you have wrong d me, 

Grill. Wrong'd thee, Villain! 

6 And name Revenge ! O wert thou Grillon's March, 

N And worthy of my Sword, I ſwear by this, 

1 One had been paſt an Oath ; but thou'rt a Roms, 

And. if I tread thee, dar'ſt not turn again. 


5 All I have faid is true, v then art honeſt, 
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" Mal. "Tis falſe; Lee like you, but cannot af; E 
There is no Force in this enervate Arm B 
ayer ber born, curſe on my Stars, f 
Got by ſome Dotard in his pithleſs Vears, 
And ſent a wither'd Saplin to the World. | 
Yet, I have Brain, and there is my Revenge; H 
Therefore I fay again theſe Eyes have ſeen ”] 
Thy Blood at Court bright as a Summer's Morn H 
When all the Heav'n is ſtreak d with dappled Fires, 
And fleck'd with Bluſhes like a rifled Maid 3 pl 
Nay, by the gleamy Pires that melted from her, 
Faſt Sig Smiles, ſwoln Lips and: heaving Breaſts, 0 
My Soul preſages Henry has enjoy'd her, Sh 
Grill. Again thou ly*ft, and 7 will crumble thee, | Te 
Thou bottled Spider, into thy er | 
Unleſs thou ſwear thy very Thought's a | Ar 
Mal. J ſtand in Adamant, and thus 2 deer 6 Ne 
Nay, draw, and with the ho o betwixt my Lips, Bu 
Even while thou rak*ft it thro my Teeth; "Tu [wear On 


Or Ia Villain. - 
Grill. Damn'd infamous Wretch, 

So rich yarn below my'Scorn, I dare not Kill thee 3 
et ſo much my Hate, that I muſt fear thee. 

— ould it be as thou haſt ſaid, not al! 

The Trophies of my laurebd Honeſty | 

Shou'd bar me from forſakin 1 bad World, 

And never draw my Sword 

Mal. Ha, tis well, rl 

I was in hopes thou wouldſt have utter d Treaſon, 

And forfeited thy Head to pay me fully. 


Grill. Haſt thou compacted for à Leaſe of ven | Wi 
With Hell, that thus thou ventur'ſt to provoke me ? 1 
Mal. Perhaps T have: How right the Blockhead hits) Fe 
Yet more to rack thy, Heart, and break thy Brain, Anc 
Thy Niece has been before the FO 5 "Miſtreſs. For 
Grill. Hell-hound, avant. | F, 
Mal. Forgive my honeſt M Aa En. G 
Grill. 1E batch d beneath, a 0 mine Ho- Ter 
And thus he lays his Baits to Each NO x Gri, 


0 


| Tho Dube uf Guile... 


Ha! but the Preſence Tab ; who comes e 
By Heay a my Niece, by Alphonſe 07 


Fru Alphonſo, Marmoiitier.”. Hes 


Ha, Malicorn, is' poſſible? Truth Fred FAY 
'Tis and L in Woman b 
Have done the Devil wrong. 
Alþph. Madam, the King, 01 | 
Pleaſe ou to fit, will inſtantly attend you, | 
Grill. Death, Hell, and Furies! ha, ſhe comesto ſeek 
0 Proſtitute ! and on her prodigal Fleſh - him 3 
She *as laviſh'd all the Diamonds of the 2 4 f 
To et her off, and ſel} her to the Ring. 
Mar. Q Heav'ns ! did ever Virgin yet 
An Net wise ze like mine! I that reſolvꝰd 


thoſe dear delightfut Shades, 
Br the little Part that Nature gave me, | 
On the green Carpets of ſome guiltlels Grove, 


And having finiſh'd- q forſake the World. 
Unleſs ſometimes m migbt entertain 
Some ſmall nb of the ane, Guiſe: 
But that far, far from any darkning Wien e 
To cloud my Honour, or ec 

Grill. Thou ly'ſt, and if thou h — prac, 
And ſpy'd me coming, I had had it all. 

Mar. By Heav'n, by all that's 5 we NM | 

Grill. Thou haſt Toft thy Honour. , 
Give me thy Hand, this Hand by which I caught thee 
From the bold Ruffian in the Maſſacre, 
That would have fain'd thy almoſt Infant Honour 
With Luſt, and Blood; doſt thou remember it? 

Mar. I do, and bleß the god li ke Arm that ſavd me.: 

Grill. "Tis falſe, thou haſt forgot my gen rous Action : 
And now thou laugh'ſ to think how thou haſt cheated, 
For all his Kindneſs, this old grifled ks 

Mar. Forbid it, Heav'n! 

Grill. But oh, that thou hadſt dy'd * 
Ten Thouſand Deaths, e'er blaſted Grill $ * 
Grillon, that ſav'd thee from a barb rous World, | 


40 Die Duke of Guile. 6 

Fl Where thou hadit ſtary'd, or ſold th ſelf for Bread. | 
Took thee into his Boſom, fofter'd thee b - 
As his own Soul, n 8 
And now for all my Cares, to ſerve me thus ! * 
O 'tis too much, ye Powers ! double Confuſion 
8 On all my Wars; and oh, out, ſhame 2 

It wrings the Tears from Grillar's i frog! 
And wh me to a Babe. 
Mar. Sir, Father, hear me "EY 
I come to Court to ſave the TIE of Guif | 
Grill. And proſtitute ys Honour to the King. 
Mar. I have Mp 6. pe 8, too nicely for my Sex, 
Into the dark Aﬀairs of f aul Res, f 
And to advance this dangerous T nquiſition, _ bed 
I liftep'd. to the Love of daring Goth... 24 on U 

Grilk By Arms, by Haneſty, I ſwear thou Jov'ſt him. | 
Mar. By Heav'n that gave thoſe Arms Succeſs, I 
I do not, as you think ; but take it all. (wear 


Tre heard the Guiſe, not with an Angel's Temper, 7 
Something beyond the Tenderneſs o Pity ; 

And yet not Love. 
Now, by the Powers that fram'd me, this is all; 80 


Nor ſhould the World have wrought this cloſe Confeſſiqn, 
But to rebate your Jealouſy of Honour. M 
Grill. I know not what to ſay, nor what to think ; 
There's Heav n ſtill in thy Voice, but Rn s a Sign 
Virtue's departing, for thy better Angel 
Still makes the Woman's 'Tongue his ri 8 
Wags there a while, and takes his flight for * 
Mar. Vou muſt not go. 
1 Fho? I have Reaſon, plain 
Day, to judge e thee falſe, I think thee true: 
55 Hear n, methinks I ſee a Glory round thee ; | 
here's ſomething ſays thou wilt not Joſe thy Honour: 
cath, and the Devil, that's my own : 


My oel open Nature, that would have 
All like my ielf ; but off, TU hence and curle thee. 
Mar. O ftay! 
Grill. Iwon't. 
Mar. Hark, the King's a coming. - 


EX, 


—5 


Let me conjure you, for your. own Soul's Quiet, | W 


The Daks of Suh MO 2 


And for the — Reſt of mine, 17 

Stir not till you have heard * Heart's Design. 
Grill. Angel, or Devil, I will —nay, at * * 

She'll make me ſhortly 1 * to her Bed, 

Bawd for him? No, he = me run my Head 

Into a Cannon, when tis firi | 

That's honourable Sport; bur Fil. "ll retire, 

And Wer play me falſe, here's that ſhall mend her. 


Une fs” un, b 
Enter the King. | | þ 


King. After the breathing of a Love-ſick Heart, 
Upon your Hand, once more, nay twice, forgive me. 
Mar. I diſcompoſe you, Sir. 
King. Thou doſt, by Heav'n ; 
But with ſuch charming Pleaſure, 
I love, and tremble, as at Angels vie“. 
— Love me, my Lord ? e 
28 Who ſhou'd be lov'd, but you? | - 
lov'd, that even my Crown, 75 „ 
Wh ——— try me u pair, 
My Kingdom at the ſtake, bitten ftarv's 3. _ 
Revenge forgot, and all great Appetites 
That whet uncommon Spirits to aſpire z - 
So once a day I may have leave 


Nay, Madam, then you fear me. 


Mar. Fear you, Sir? What: is there l in you? 
You've all the Graces that can crown Mankind; 
Yet wear em fo, as if you did not know y em: 
So ſtainleſs, fearleſs, free in all your Actions, 
As if Heav'n lent you'to the World to pattern. 
King. Madam, I find you're no Petitioner ; - 
My People wou wou'd not treat me in this ſort, 
Tho 'twere to gain a Part of their Deſign: 
But to the Gui/e they deal their faithleſs b 
As faſt; as you your Flattery to me: 
Tho? for what end I cannot gueſs, 1775 A 14 1 
You come, like them, to mock at my fortunes. 
ar. 


& 
\ 
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42 | The Dako of ule, 

onarch, H 
The Love of all che Goal, Waka ihe Gree Is 
I ſwear, by Heav'n, my Heart adoves and loves you. A 


| King. G, Madam, riſe, © © (k 
Mar. Nay, were you, Sir, unthron? dts 0 W 
By this ſeditious Rout that dare deſpiſe you; T. 
Blaſt all my Days, ye Powers, torment my E . Al 
Nay, let the Miſery invade my Sex | Sh 
That cou'd:not for the Royal 1 Cake like me, 


Throw all their Luxury before your Feet, He 
And follow you like Nigrien ro the World. Pei 
Grill, Squpd Wind. and Limb, fore God 5 gallant ; | 
Girl. pe 

r. King. What ſhall: F anſweor to thee, Ochoa Balm a 
To heal a broken, yet a kingly Heart? 8 Befi 
For, ſo I ſwear I will be to my laſt: :: For 
Come to my Arms, and be thy Harrys Angel, Tal 
Shine thro' my Cares, and make my Crown fit . Can 
Mar. O never, Sir. WET 0.1 5 The 
King. What ſaid you, — dit , . 5 Yet 
Why doſt thou turn thy Beauties into-FrownsÞ - Beli. 
ow You:know; Sir; tis ĩmpoſſihle, nu more. 10 Draz 


g. No more and wich that temreſoly'd Beha- K 
By } Heav n, were Ladying, and the Prieſt 22 Of I 
Shou'd urge my laſt on, Id cry out, 
Oh Marmoutier ] and yet thou ſay'ſt, No more. 
Mar. "Tis well, Sir, J have lIoſt my Aim, farewel. 
Ni. Come back, Oſtay, my Life flows after you. 

Mar. No, Sir, I find I am a wen teen. 

a will — hear mys Sui. ky 


1 


You e reals, 3 7 knee! to grant it, 


I beg you take whatever you demand. \ 
Mar. Then, Sir, thus low, or [profirace, if you n Andi r 
Let me intreat for Guiſe. | Yet y 
King, Ha, Madam, what ! (9/23 | As we 


For Ci, for Guiſe 7 that mere: Bade 
That laughs at profferd Mercy, flights his Pardon, 


Meck f 


lant 


The Dali of Guiſe. 
Mocks R — and plots upon my Life? 
Ha! and protect him? then the "World 
Is ſworn to Henry S Death: Does Beauty pany 
And Innocence it ſelf, conſpire; againſt me? 
Then let me tamely yield my Gloxies up, 
Which once I vow'd with my drawn Sword to wear 
To my laſt Drop of Blood. — Cuiſe, come, Cardinal, 
All you lov'd ——— come II tirip to meet you, 
Sheath all your Daggers in eurſt Henry's Heart, 

Mar. This L expected, but when you have heard 


* 
43 \ 


How far I would intreat your 1 


Perhaps you'll be more calm. 
King. See, I'm huſh'd; 
Speak then, how far, Madam, would you.totnmand ? 
Mar. Not to proceed to laſt Extremities, - | 
Before the Wound: is deſperate ;z- think alone, 
For no Man judges like your Majeſty, 
Take your own: Methods, all the Heads. of Francs 
_ 10 al adviſe you, as your ſelf: . 
nerelore reſume, Lord, your god emper, 
Vet do not bear — a Monarch ſhould: 
Believe it, Sir, the more your Majefty -- | 
Draws back your Arm, the more of Fate it carries. 
King. Thou. Genius of my State, thou Mo- 
Of Heav'n it ſelf, an Abſtract of the Angels, (del 
Forgive the late diſturbance of my Soullʒ 
I'm clear by Nature, as a Rockleſs Stream, 
But they dig thro' the Gravel of my Heart ; 
Therefore let me conjure you do not go. 
Tis ſaid the Gui ie will come, in ſpite. of me: 
Suppoſe it poſlible, and ſtay to adviſe me. 
Mar. Iwill, but on your Royal Word, no more. 
Wh eee 
o my aſp, as own I 
And. never —— — So « i 
Yet you'll allow me now and then to ſig 
As we 9 8 court you with my Eyes. 


Enter 


299 


Enter Alphonſo. | | 2 

His 

Wh ao en wave your Hand, I fa 
And warn me hence? 5 
So looks the poor condemn'd, He 
When Juſtice beckons, there's no hope of Pardon, Lo 
Sternly like you the Judge his Victim eyes; But 
Ang thus, like me, the Wretch deſpairing dies, F 
[Exit with Alph, = 

et 

"Enter Grillon. Pat Bei 

Ho 

Grill, O rare, cn by the Power that made Hi. 
Wen poſſible we cou'd be damn'd again (me, MW Ha 
By ſome. new Ewe, ſuch Virtue might aliens us; He 
oO I cou'd claſp thee, but that my Arms are rough, ( 
Till all thy Sweets were broke with my Embraces, Rel 
And kiſs thy Beauties to a Diſſolution. An 
Mar. Ah Father, Uncle, Brother, all the kin, 5 
The precious Blood that's left me in the World, PII 
Believe, dear Sir, whate'er my Actions ſeem, + On 
4 will not loſe my Virtue for a Throne. In 


Grill. Why, I will carve thee out a Throne my ſelf 
TI hew down all the Commonwealth in Cbriſtenden, 
Mart IH ee ORE Ma 


Enter Abbot Delbene. 
Ab. Colonel, your Ear. os £ 1. 
Mar. By theſe whiſpering Comtech, 1 ( 
My Soul — that the Gzi/e is coming: One 
If he dares come, were I a Man, a King, ( 
I'd facrifice him in the City's fight. Ty; 
O Heav'ns! what was' t I faid? Were I a Man, But 
I know not that, but as I am a Virgin, Be 
If I wou'd offer thee, too lovely Guije, © ( 


It ſhou'd be kneeling to the Throne of _ 
Ha! then thou lov'dſt, that thou art thus concern'd; 
Down, riſing Miſchief, down, or I will kill thee, 


Eve 


The Dale of Gul: 45 
Even in thy Cauſe, and ſtrangle new-born Pity : 
Yet, if he were not married ! What then? 
His Charms ail; no, let the Rebel ov 
I faint beneath this ſtrong Oppreſſion here, 
Reaſon and Love rend — d vided Soul, 
Heav'n be the Judge, and ſtill let Virtue conquer: 
p Love to his Tune my jarring Heart wou'd bring, | 
But Reaſon over-winds and cracks the String. (Exit. 
Ab. The King diſpatches Order upon Order, 
Alp. With poſitive Command to ſtop his coming. 
Yet there is Notice given to the City; 
Beſides, Bellieure brought but a half 
How that the Gui/e reply'd he would Ws 
made His Majeſty in all, yet if he mihBgnt | 
(me, Have leave to juſtify himfelf before him, | 
; He doubted not his Cauſe. _ - COS, | 
h, Grill. The Ax, the Ax. 


es, Rebellion's pamper d to a Pleuriſ .. 
And it muſt bleed. „ [Shout within. 


ly Ab. Hark what a Shout was there! 
| T'1l to the King, it may be tis 5 
On purpoſe thus. IA chens be ruth or Lyes 
15 Bir mad Fame, I'Il bring you inſtant Word. 
* ſelf [Exit Abbot. 


= Manet Grillon : Enter Guiſe, Cardinal Mayen, Malicorn, 
Attendants, &c. Shouts again. © 


Grill. Death ani che Doyll Wajany is that |; 
Thy Maſter ? FS : 
Gui. Yes Grillon, tis the Gui iſ, 8 2 
One that wou'd court you for a Friend. | 
Grill. A Friend 
| Traitor, thou mean'ſt, and ſo I bid thee DL 3 
„ But ſince thou art ſo inſolent, thy Blood 
| Be on thy Head, and fall b 5 itied. nh 
Gui, The Praiſes of his yalty ve craz'd 
4 Shouts = 


Spirit 


S ei Sig.” 1 ieee | 


_ 1 . 
If the ere | ( 

I charge, I warn thee 27 him know, Blo 
nne een | Wi 

Na 

=_ Why, Malicorn?®' W 
8 farting .) Sir, Is not fee he King. * Th 

ä | C 

Mal Tis 2 ö 6 
Gui. Therefore I will ſee 1 6 And 
And ſo report my Danger to the P —_— 43441 $3.41 1 Fn 
Halt to your — — let him, if he dare; III: 
But more, more, more, why, Malicorn, again? Shou 
I thought a Look with us had been a Language: I Gre: 
Til talk my Mind on any Point but this Or r; 
By Glances; ha, -not yet, _ mak'ft me bum N Whe 
At thy Delay; why, tis more than Life, Wing 
* or a Crown. ä ö | | Ca 
Ay, cheres General's Hear ben likes Drum, A M 

; Quick, q my Reins, my Back, and Head, and I My! 

A Fadens a de Shufteck forty hours. (Break ¶ On a 
Mal. She has ſeen the King. 

Sui. I thought ſne mi . A Trick upon me, well. But h 
Mal. Paſſion o' both ſi N Nay, 
Gui. His, thou meaneſt. | Yet m 

Mal. On her's. | E 2 BY: ru s. 

Down on her Knees. | And! 

Gui. And up again, no matter. The! 


Mal. Now all in Tears, now Tiling, fad ane And n 
Gui. Diſſembled, for ſhe told me this before, 
Twas all put on, that I might hear, and rave. 
Mal. And fo to make ſure Work on't, by Conſent 
'Of Grillon, who is made their W | 
"Gui. Away. 
Mal. She's lodge d at Court. 
Gui. Tis falſe, they do — her. 
Mal. But, Sir, I ſaw the Apartment. 


Gui. 


Gui. 
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2 What, at Court? 

Mal. At Court, and nr cheClng 1 tletruc:k =D 

[ never play'd you foul, why ſhould you doubt me? 

Gui. I wou'd thou hadſte er thus unmann'd my Heart 
Blood, Battels, Fire and Death I run, I run, 
With this laſt Blow E l — Coward ; 

na Field 


Molch the Thouhe of Fchele irregular Va 
If with the Thought o 1 
The Blood han't — my Lips. 
Card. Peace, Brother. 
Gui. By Heav'n, I took thee for my Sous Phyüclan, 
And doſt thou vomit me with this loath'd a 1 
'Tis contradiction; no, my peaceful Brother. 
Il meet him now, tho? fire-arm'd Cherubins 
Shou'd croſs my way. O Jealouſy of Love! 
Greater than Fame; thou eldeſt of the Paſſions, 
Or rather, all in one, I here invoke thee, - 
Where-Cer thou'rtthron'd, in Air, in Earth, or Hell, 
Wing me to my Revenge, to 0 eee N 
Card. Have you no Tem 14580 
Gui. Pray, Sir, give me © vote 5 
A Moment's Thought; ha, but I ſweat and avail, 
My Brain runs this and that way, "twill not fix 
On aught but Vengeance; Malicorn, call the People. 
[Shouts within, 
But hark, they ſhout again, L' on and meet em, 
Nay, head 'em to his Palace as m Guardeg 
Yet more, on ſuch exalted Cauſes . 
Tl wait him in his Cabinet alone, 
And look him pale, while in his-Courts without . 
The People ſhout him dead with their Alarms, 
And make his Miſtreſs cremble-in his Arms. 5 


SCENE Hl. 
R King and Council. 


bon e 


1 


King. What mean theſe Shouts 2 - 
Ab. I told your Majeſty, Tha 


„ ee OR 
92 - —_ 
— _ - 


— — — de te — — — F— 


The Dulbof Gat 


43 
The Sheriffs have puff d the TN with hopes 


os their Deliverer. © [Shouts N 
| = Hark, thee Enge Ku 45 
hunder; 5 ee 772 0 what's the Gabe. 


Grill. My 1 3 | 
King. Is = poſſible ! ha! Grillin, ſaidſt chou, come? 
Grill. * the Royal Majeſty? O Sir 
King. O 8 Wu Slave, wert thou my late-born Heir, 
Giv'n 11557 Heav'n, ev'n when J lay a dying; 
But Peace, thou ANTE Thought, and hide __ Wound; 
Where is he? 2 
Grill. With her Majeſty, 


* bs het? j* * 


vos Mother ö 


She has taken Chair, and e | 


With thirty thouſand Rebels at his heels. 

King. What's to be done? No pall upon my Spirits; 
But he that loves me beſt, and dares the moſt 
On this nice Point of Empire, let him 


Alph. I would adviſe you, 0 hay bim i in, 
And kill him inſtantly upon the { — 
Ab. I like 4lphonſo's' Countel,. ſure . 


a Cuz off the Head, and ler the Body walk. 


Enter Queen-Mother. 


9.M. Sir, the Guiſe waits. | 

King. He enters on his Fate; 12 

A2. M. Not ſo, forbear, the City's up in Arms; 
— doubt, if in their Heat you cut him off,. 


will the Royal Maje 
— _— _ — — 


let me adviſe, and rule your Fur 
King. Lou ſhall, PIl fee him, and Pl — 
Zine. What will you lay ? 
ng. I know not. 8 
Colonel Grillon, call the Gola i in, . 
Doable your Guards, and ſtrictly — the Sui 
Stand to their Arms, ane Taitor, i LH 


10 111 * 3 


$84 
8 My 
i 


3 0 you came gn my fret Command, 


12% Pal my 


49 
My Heart has (et thee down, O Guiſe, in Blood, 
Blood, Mother, Blood ne er to bel out. 
M. Vet you'll.relent, when this hot Fit is over. - 
"7 If — 2 may I ne er be n ä 
No, N I ſuch Inſdlence, | 
Hom Act of Tea il the de 168 
eine me, ve ſworn, impriſon me's 
Perhaps n me, and \ ++ Lark AN 
But &er I ſufter that, fall all t 
Or rather, on their-flaughter'd ps erect | 
Thy Throne, and Dee 
I'm 17 a Monarch; Which implies alone 


To wield ae dept on woe. . 


ACT Iv. SCENE 1. 
SCENE the Louvre. 


A Chair. of State plac d, the King appears init; : 
- 15 bim 22 aubich he hans, ener fig init on — 
fide of tbem: _ among the reft, Abbot, Grillon, and 
Bellieure. "Te ueen-Mother enters, led by the Duke 
of Guiſe, wwuho makes his Approach with three Reve- 
 rences to the King's Chair ; after the third, the King 


riſes, and coming 3 Sdeaks. 


SC. 


Sent you word you ſhould not come. 
Sul. Sir, that I came 
Fon: WAY. chat you came, I ſee. 

Once more, ſent you word,you ſhould 

not come. 

Gui. 'No cg 10 Soy my ſelf withall Submiſion, 
eneath.your Ro ect, co pat my | 

* Penton | in the hands of Sovereign Juſtice ! 

Now 'tis with all Submiſſion, the Preface, 


Vol, II. P vou 


5 ay "Ti 1 Duke of Guiſe, | 


You diſobey'd mie, Duke, with all Submiſſon. 
Gui. Sir, it was the laſt Neceſſity that drove me 

To clear my ſelf of Calumnies and Slanders, - 

Much ur rgd, but never prov'd againſt my y Innocence 

Yet had I known it was your r 

I ſhou'd not have approach'd. 
King. "Twas as expreſs, as word could 6 ity 3 


Stand forth Belljeure, it Hall be prov'd you ie.” | 
Stand forth, and to this falſe Man's Face declare 
Your Meſlage, word for word. 
4 — N So . * him on the way, 
nd plain as I cou ve SINN * 
Juſt in theſe net — Woudpn—. - 2 Y 
King. Enough, 1 o yon told him | | 
But he has 080 me long to be contemn'd ; G 
And 1 can ſtill be patient, and forgive. | | 
Gui. And I can aſk Forgiveneſs when Terr; | T 
But let my gracious Maſter pleaſe to know A 
The true Intent of my miſconſtru d Faith. N 
Should I not come to vindicate my Fame | 
From wrong Conſtructions? And—, * 
King. Come, Duke, you were not wrong by N g 
. Conſcience knows It 
You were not wrong d; were you n Jen ‚ 
That if you uv. ſet your Foot in Pay | J 
You fhould be held the Cauſe of all Commotions, a 
— 


That ſhou d from thence enſue? and yet you came. (me: Fo 
Gui. Sir, will you pleaſe with Patience but to hear 
King. I will, and wou'd be glad, my Lord of Guiſe, B 

To clear you to my ſelf. n 
Cui. I had been tod 1 7 

There were in agitation here at cn . 8 

Things of the higheſt note againſt Re My : 

Againſt the common Properties of Dr: ol 18 5 I 2 

And Lives of honeſt well· affected M end. Till 

I therefore judg d 8 : þ 
King. Then y 701 had a Toles | 

- Berwixt the Prince and Peo * re. | 1 
| rn man me b * 

i 120 12 .J 154i: An. 2 21 1 1 Gut. To 3 


ar. 


& 1 40 


5 


your 


(me? 
hear 


Fuiſe, 


"The! Dake of Suite 


Gui. I fear d it might be pins ſo, 
And came reſol vd 

King. To head the factious Croud. 

Gui. To clear my Innocence. 

King. The Means for that, 

Had been your Abſence from this hot · brain d Town 
Where you, not 1, are King— 1 
I feel my Blood kindling within my Veins,” 

The Genius of the Throne knocks at my Heart ; 
Come what may come he dies. 

A. M. fopping the King, What mean you, Sir? 
You tremble an look pale, for Heav'n's ſake think, 
'Tis your own Life you venture, if you kill him. 

King. Had I ten thouſand Lives, I'd venture all. 


Give me way, Madam. 


2.M. Not to your Deſtruction. 
The whole' Parikas Herd is at your Gates; 
A Croud's a Name too ſmall, they are a Nation, : 
Numberleſs, 'arm'd, enra d, one Soul informs em. 
King. And that one Soul's the Guiſe, I'll rend it out, 
And damn the Rabble all at once in him. . 
Gui. [afide.) My Fate is 'th* Ballance, Fool within, 
I thank theefor thy Foreſight. 
2 Lars yn i pole 'em. 
Why not? a Multitude's a bulky Coward. _ 
9M By Heav'ntherearenot Limbs inall your Guard: 
For 1 one a Morſel. 
King. Ceſar quell'd em, 
But with a Look a Word. 
M. So Galba thought. | 
ng. But Galba was not Cæſar. 8 
= I muſt — ive Kd time 55 . Hen. 85 = 
y Journey, Sir, mposꝰ my Health the 
I humbly beg your leave T may retire, (Ang. 
Till your Commands recall me to your Service. ¶ Ex. Gul. 


Manent King, Queen-Mother, Grillon, Abbot. 


Eig. So, you have cbunſelrd well; the Traitor's gone, 
To mock the * 5 Ode. a 
id * 


- 


| * _— { — WS * 2 _ P . = 
- _ . : N k * 
N — e * F / ©. * 
* ws N 3 1 . =} f ** 7 - 
P * 


ji Neale f Guile. 
Why did not'yoo, who mie part of Life, 
y gave 28 


Infuſe my Father ſtronger in m 
But when you kept me coop'd w 


. — pall'd his generous Blood with che du dull a 


Of rao ha Talias Food, and tnilk'd flow Arts 
Tameneſs in my Infant Moath: 
th ſtood I ſtupid elſe, and miſs'd a Blow, 
Which Heav'n and daring Folly made ſo fair? 
A. M. I till maintain cas wiſely done to ſpare him. 
Grill. A pox o'this unſeaſonable Wildoth 
He was a Fool to come; if ſo, then they - 
Who let him go, were ſomewhat. © 
King. Tä Event, th Event will thew us what we Were. 
For like a blazing Meteor hence he mot, * 
And drew a ſweeping fiery Train along. | 
O Paris, Paris, once my Seat of Trium 
But now the Scene of all thy King's Mis 
DU ngrateful, perjur'd, and diſloyal Town, 
Which by my Royal Preſence I have warm'd 
So long, that now the Serpent hiſſes out. 
Aud gkes his forked Tongue at Majeſty. 
ile 
.M. While you loſe time in idle Talk, 
And uſe no means for Safety and Prevention 5 
King. What can I do? o Mother, Abbot, Grillon ! 
All dumb! nay, then tis plain my Cauſe is defperace. 
Such an o'erwhelming III makes A Fool, 


{ 
* 
eee 3 8 


As if Redreſs were 
wp te 7 e next Sheriff, - bo | 
And rſt * of a Ropes. : I 
| 9 DU hang for V 
bad, as vainl FLAP | 


e ſome little fpace, ſome: 

Betwixt eur Fate and us; our Foes are * 

2 af pong of d into Order: 
ieve it, ir, e-Gui/e not attempt, 

"Till he have roll'd his nh area Boy of 
King. So then, my + 

i To-theyiow os | 


1 N 1 
= * © 4 a 
5 ; * 


ben. 


— 2 — 


The beer * 


Abb. To-morrow, Sir, 
If Hours between Gods natape bt by. 
You may be es e e of 
Who now diſpoſe your's. | 
Not far without the Suburbs there are 'd 
Three thouſand Swiſ, and two French Regiments. 
1 and I were at their Head, 
. Send Mareſchal Byrax to lead em up 
It thall be fo, ex other's Lie i this 3 
the Winds. 


Tie ad af G 2 
r 5 
por wn. 


53 


And ſhows. a — 
Go, Grillon, my Orders to 
— 
et y ripe} 


And fee your dif] 
or 8 BL 
2.M. One thing more, 
The Guiſe (is Bus neſs not yet. 
Will treat at pea ſhow of 


Let him be met with the fame Art GE 


King. Tier den make due dne Demands, | 
But here your part of mie will come in play; | 


T Jcalien Saul Wall teach ms how wfgath:: 


Ev'n Fove maſt — — 
T's dme to thunder when. be gripes the Brand. 1 


A Night SC EN E. 
Eater Menden. 
Mal. Thus a the Cauſe of God: bot God's or bo, * 


] mean m J 2 
What ſh il the G do next? | 


"Enter the Gyr Mala, r 


MI. Firſt ſeize the] eee 
Mal. feb — com'f uncall'd to · ni 
7 Always uncalf'd, and Kl ar hand for MEG 
hut why in this fanatick. Habit, — 4 

Thou inden like eng dg preaches to the Crowd / 
| 3 Goſpe 


: Evn fo it wou'd have been. 


* ö 


3 ne Da fete 
Goſpel is in thy Face, and — Garb, 
And Trealon on thy Tongue | 

Mel. Thou haſt me right. 

Ten thouſand Devils more are th this H ahh, « 

Saintſhip and Zeal are ſtill our beft Diſguiſe : 

We mix unknown with the hot thoughtleſs Croud, | 

And quoting Scriptures, which too well we know, 

With impious Gloſſes ban the — Text, - 

And make it ſpeak Rebellion, 'Sc iſm, Murder; 

So turn the Arms of Heav'n againſt it ſelf. 5 
Mal. What makes the Curate of St. Euface here? 
Mel. Thou art miſtaken, Maſter, tis not he, Ty 

But tis a zealous, godly,” canting Devil, $3241 4 

Who has afſum'd the Churchman's lucky Shape, | 

To talk the Croud to Madneſs, and Rebellion. 

Mal. O true Enthufiaſtick Devil, true! 

For Lying is thy Nature, ev'n to me: 

Didſt thou not tell me, if my Lord the Guiſe - 

Enter'd the Court, his Head ſhou'd lie too low? 

That was a Lye; he went, and is return d. 
Mel. Tis ; I faid, perhaps it ſhould lie low. 

And, but I child the Blood in He Veins, © 

And. cramm'd a thouſand ghaſtly, rightful Thoughts, 
Nay, thruſt em foremoſt in his b Brain, 


r A >. a 


U 
* 


© Wal. Thou haſt deſerv'd me, 
And I am thine, dear Devil; what do we next? 
Mel. I faid, Firſt ſeize the Kipg. 
Mal. Suppoſe i it done, | 0 
He's clapt within a Convent, ſhorn a Saint, 
My Matter mounts the Throne. + 
Mel Not ſo faſt, Malicornz 
Thy Maſter mounts not till the King be ſlain. 
Mal. Not when depos'd ? 
— ho Daporl3c 
He may be killd, a — Fate attends him 
But at his Birth there ſhone a Regal Star. 
Mal. My Maſter had a ſtronger. 
Met. No, not a ſtronger, but more popular: BOY i 
Their Births were full oppos the Guiſe now ſrovgeſt z 


Aenne MjnHRIIHSS CmeAAMR WE... 


The Dale F ite.” 


But if th ill Influence paſs o'er Harry's Head, 

As ina Year it will, France ne er ſhall boaſt | 

A greater than he; no cut him olf, 

While yet his tars are weak. | ; 
Mal. Thou talk ſt of Stars 1 7 

c_ thou not ſee more deep into Events. 

——— a ſurer way? | 

Mel. No, Malicorn, _ 

The ways of Heay'n are broken ſince our Fall, 

Gulph beyond Gulph, and never to be ſhot : 

Once we cou'd read our mighty Maker's Mind, 

As in a Cryſtal Mirror, ſee th" Ideas 

Of things that always are, as he is always: 

Now ſhut below in this dark Sphere, 

By ſecond Cauſes dimly we may gueſs, 

And peep far off on Heav'n's revolving Orbe, 

Which caſt obſcure Reflections from the Throne. 
Mal. Then tell me thy Surmiſes of the future. 
Mel. I took the ution of the Year, 
in alending Seorrion pelle af he: Sk 
Th' ion poiſo Ys 

A fign of deep Deceit a Trexchery, 

Full on his Cup his angry Maſter fat, 

Conjoin'd with Saturn, baleful both to Man: 

Of ſecret Slaughters, Empires overturn'd, 
Strife, Blood, and Maſſacres, expect to hear, 
And all th Events of an ill-omen'd Year. 
Mal. Then flouriſh Hell, and mighty Miſchiefr reign, 

Miſchief to ſome, to'others muſt be-good ; 

But hark, fot now tho' tis the dead SEN ight, 

When Silence broods upon our darken'd World, 

Methinks J hear the murmuring hollow Sound, 

Like the deaf Chimes of Bells in Steeples touch'd. 

Mel. Tis truly gueſs'd: 

But know, tis from no nightly Sexton's hand, 
There's not a damned Ghoſt, nor hell-born F iend, 
That can from Limbo ſcape, but hither flies 

With leathern Wings they beat the duſky Skies. 

To ſacred Churches all in ſwarms repair, 


4 Some 


11 ir | And dark Defigns hang heavy on the ay: * 


„ — 1910 


And ſoftly toll for Souls departing Knelk ; : 
Each Chime, thou hear ſt, a fature Death foretels,, 
Now there they perch to have em in their FN 45 
Till all go loaded to the nether Skies. | 
Mal. To-morrow then. 6 
Mel. 2 * * de: esd, 
Or thou deceiv'{ thoſe hun gaping 
And Beelzedub wall 255 "Y RY 
Mal. 1 Fl af this nt fie, 
That Lucifer's. your Kin 6 
Mel. I told 3 n f 


But Lay 
es loweſt, in th? Abyſs of u: 


Some croud the Spires, but malt the, hallow'd kel, 1 


L E755 \ 


So now Was 
Chain'd till the dreadful Doom, in lace of whon whom 
Sits Beekeebub, Vicegorent af the Damn 

Who liſtning 5 neg? his arg Lo," 


And executes his e e 
The Man an hind. you Tater tity; 
And now the G — 6. mine, to drive the Res 55 4 


And fooliſh Fairies from their Mon- light P 
And laſh the Laggers from the fight of 1. 


Enter Guiſe, Mayenne, Cardinal, ld then 


May. Sullen, methinks, and flow ae breaks, 
As if the Sun were. i 60 to appear, 


Gui. Vare an old Man too ae | 
I'll truſt my Stars, I know > pepok... 
The . of the King bends under mine 
Inviron'd with his — he durſt nortourh. mez. 
But aw'd and craven'd as he had-been Ip. d, 145 
Would have pronounc d, Go kill and durſt not. 

Card. We have him in our power, coopt in his Ourt. 
Who leads the firſt Attack ? Nom by yon. - aaa 
That bluſhes at my Scarlet Robes, TI deff 
This womaniſh — of Godly Peace, 
| And cry, Lie there, Lord Cardigal of oY 


a Gui. 


Brought in a Chair? 


. The Duke f Gate. 37 
Bue 4 e h Fee, +: 
ut *tis * N 
Archb. Have you rn no 
Receiv'd the- Guards i ing * City Gates, der 
The jolly Swiſs marching to their Fifes?. | 
The Croud ſtood gaping, heartleſs, and amaz'd, 
Shrunk to their Shops, and left the Paſſage free. 
Gui. I would i ſhould be . fs» govt e 
Firſt let em fear for Rapes 4 Houſes x 
That very fri he, * 7 2 em, Te 
Will barden 1 
Cold Burghers muſt be druck like Flints 
E'er their hid Fire will kle. 
Archb. I am glad King has introduc'd theſe 
Car. Your Reaſon. (Guards. 
Archb. They are too few for us to fear. 
Our Numbers in old martial Men are more, 
The City not caſt in; but the pretence 
That hither they are N 
WW 3 
May. rol orig © any ea 
Gus. Suppoſe as well the Sun ſhould never riſe: 
He may not riſe, for Heav'n may play a trick ; 
But he has riſen from Adam's time to ours. 
Is nothing to be left to noble Hazard ? 
No Venture-made, but all dull Certainty ? 
By Heav'n LIl tag with DN 
Rather than-have it on tame Terms of n 
I ſcorn to poach for Power. 


ts Enter a Servant, wubo abi per Guiſe. 
A Lady, ſay ſt thou, young, and beautiful, 


— 


Conduct her i [Exit Serv 
Card. You wou'd be left alone? 1 


Gai. I wou'd: Retire. 
ol  Re-enden 


— 


1 


The Duke of6 Eviſe. 


| te emu . with Marmouter, and x mY 


It poſſible, I dare not truſt my pe: bons back. 
You are not Marmoutier 

Mar. What am I then? 
Sui. Why, thing but ſhe: © - 

What ſhould the Miltreis of a King do here? 

Mar. Find him who wou'd be Maſter ofa King. 
Gui. J ſent not for you, Madam 

Mar, I think, my Lord, the K ing ſent not for you. 
Gui. Do you not fear your Viſit will be known? 
Mar. Fear is for guilty Men, Rebels ray Traytors ; 
Where - e'er I go, my Virtne is my Guard. 

Gui. What Devil has ſent thee here to plague my 
O that I cou'd deteſt thee now as much Fn | ? 
As ever have lov'd, nay, even as much | 
As yet in ſpite of all thy Crimes I love: 
But tis a ove fo mix'd with dark Deſpair, 
The Smoke and Soot ſmother the rifing Flame, 
And make my Soul a Furnace: Woman, Woman, 
What can T call thee more ? if Devil, twere lets. 
Sure thine's a Race was never got by Adam; = 
But Eve play'd falſe, engend'ring with the e 
Her own worſe than his. 

Mar. Then they got Traytors.. 


Gui. Ves, Angel- Traytors, fit to ſhinein Palaces, 


Fork'd into 1!]s,. and ſplit into Deceits ; - 
Two in their very frame: *twas well, twas well, 
I ſavy not thee at Court, thou Bafilisk ; 
For if I had, thoſe Eyes, -without his Guards, 
Had done the Tyrant's work. 
Mar. Why then, it ſeems, 
I was not falſe in all; I told you, Gui, 
If yon leſt Paris, I would go to Court: 
You ſee I kept my | N 
Gui. Still ti 
Once true in he "Life, and har for Miſchief, 9 
Mar. Have I faid I lov'd 1 


Cw. 


R_ YT VOY 


Wind, ny A ww | AR .,9y ww 


Sy 


The Dake =; Gale. 
is i plan ou 84 | 
him, nor — 1 fronts f wet) 
In . ſeem ta mm. 
My Eyes had once ſo far betray'd m N 1 
As to diſtinguiſh J from common Ts | 
Whate'er you ſaid, or did, was 2 all. lag | 

Gai. But yet, it ſeems, you found a King more charm- 

Mar. I do not ſay more N but more noble, i 6 
More truly royal, De 
Than you are now in Wiſnes. 

F _ May be ſo: © 4 

ut ve has ird your, ongue to run "th 
Curſe on your 1 gi 

Mar. Curſe not that Eloquence, that ſay'd your Life: ; 
For when your wild Ambition, which defy d 
A Royal Mandate, hurried you to To)]Jͤ . 

When over-weening Pride of Popular Power, 

Had thruſt you headlong in 22 Toils, 

Then had you dy'd: For know, my haughty Lord, 
Had I not been, offended Majeſty - 

Had doom'd you to the Death you well deſery'd. 

Gui, Then was't not Henry's Fear preferv'd my Life? 

Mar. Y pu know him better, or you ought to know him: 
He's born to give you Fear, not to receive it. 

Gui. Say this again, but add you gave not up | 
Your Honour as a ſom of my Life; | 
F or if you did, twere better J A 1 

Mar. And ſo it were, | 1 2237 2 

"Ga Why faid you, ſo it were? Fn To 11 
For tho' tis true, methinks tis much nd. 

Mar. My Lord, we are not no to talk of Kindneſs; 3. 
If you acknowledge I have fav'd your *. 

Be grateful in return, and do an Act 
Your Ga tho? unalk'd by. me, 2838 

Gui. By Heav'n, and whom next to * n I 
(If I 14 more, I fear I Keule not lye) owe 
I'll do whate'er my; Honour wall permit. | 

Mar. Go throw your ſelf at Hex: 8043. 3 
And riſe not, till apron a Loyal Su Ro 

ut, 


£ F __ * 3 2 
5 TY 
- - * : : 
— . 
TG 90. 


5 
+> p 
R 9. nk FS 
2 44%. * 1 


F le nie 


Cui. A duteous loyal Subject I was ever.. The 
Mar. T'll put it ſhort, my Lord, derart der ben | Con 
Gui. I cannot leave. G 
My Country, Friends, Religion, Al at flake; nd 11 ID. 


Be wiſe, and be before-hand with your Frome. 45 
Prevent the turn, forſake the ruin à Court: 
here, and make a Merit of Dae 

Mar. No, I'Il return, rift} in thoſe Ruins; 155 

1 ind thee now, ambitious, n — 

F 28 baſeſt, 558 NT 7 tay 
Gui y, or——OQ Heayn! In ay 
Mar. I do believe 2 

80 ill of you. ſo villainouſiy all, res 9 SIT 

That if you durſt you would: o N34 
Honeur you've —_ *. oneſty you've 16 „e. 

But Conſcience you have none 

Yet there's a thing calbd Fame, and Mews Eſtoem, 

Preſerves me from your Force; once 1 

Look on me, Gwe, thou ſeeſt me now the laſt, 

The” Treafon urge not Thunder on thy Head, T 

This once departing Glance ſhall aſh thee dead. [Exit: 
Gui. Ha! ſaid the true? have I ſo little Togo: +: 

Why chen a. Prize ſo eaſy, and ſo fair. 

Had never ſcap'd my Gripe: but mine ſhe is, 

For that's ſet down as ſure as Harrys Fall. 

But my. Ambition, that ſhe calls my Crime: 

Falſe, falſe, by Fate, my Right was born with we, | 

And Heav'n confels'd it in my Frame; 

The Fires that would have form'd ten chenden Angels, 

Werefram'd Pp for . Angie. "_ 


Fus Malicom. | 
Mat. My 0 os wifte precious Hours way, 
The Heav'ns Jook gaudily nfl your Greatneſs, - | 
And the crown'd Moments court you as they By; 2 
Briſack and the fee Aumale have pent the Su,, has b 
And folded em Hu Sheep in holy Ground, 1 lye b 


Where ne e ee Pikes, and Cale b, 
3 * 2e. They al T 


\ The Dakt of Guile. « 


wait the Word that dooms em all 46 die: 
— and r | 
Gui. So ſlight a Victory requir d not me: e 
J but ſat qſtill, a nodded ikea God 13197 
My World into Creatiom a nom tis Time 
To walk abroad, and careleſly ſurvex 
How „ . 


2998 Fa [Exrars, 


260 V9 WH » 

Enter Citizen, and Melanax 1 75 n at 
and, 4 7 2 

- Mel. Hold, hold « lie, Bellow-Citizens, and you 
Gentlemen of the Rabble ; a word of godly Exhortation 
to ſtrengthen your Hands, e'er you give the Onſet. 

1 Cie. Is 3 to make Sermons? I wou'd not 
bear the Devil now, the” he fhould come in God's name 
vo! preach Peace to us. 

2 Cit, Look you, Gentlemen, ben and actos by: 
aeſpis d, we have all profeed by godly Sermons that pro- 
more Sedition. Let the precious Man hold forth. 

OQumes. La hin bold let kim hold forth. - - - 

N. To promote Sedition is my Buſineſs: It has 
been ſo before any of you were born, and will be fo 
when you are all dead and damn da 1 have a—_— 
Rabble in all — — | 
1 Cit. That's a and a loud ane. ot 

2 Cit: He les der ene young, thr 
4 Ages: A heav'nly fweet Man, I warrant __ 
have ſeen him ſomewhers in a Palpit. ©. tht 
* Mel. I've ſown Rebellion every where: 

1 Cir. How, ev every where? Thats another Lye: How 
far have you travell'd, Friend? —© 

Mel. ver all the World- 

1 Ci. That's a Rapper. 

2 Cit. I ſay, no: For, look you BI BK if he. 
has been a Traveller, he certainly lays true, em 
lye by Authority. 

Mel. Tharthe Rabble may depoſe their Prince, has in 
re and in all Countries, been accounted lawful. 

? 1 Cit, 


| 


— — Dui 
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Die Dukeof Gaiſe. 

1 Cir. That's che firſt true Syllable he has utter d. 
ad pres omcke ind Whey way they Jopale 
m 
Mel. Whenever they have — depoſe, 

than he has to oppoſe; vs 6 re Qra 4 do upon the 

leaſt occaſion. | 
1 Cit. Sirrah, you mince the Matter; you ſhould ſay, 
we "— do it upon no occaſion, for the el the better. 


Aſide. Here S 2 Rogue now will out-ſhoot the 


is own BoW. 

2 "Tr Some Occaſion, . in my bad; were not ani: 
For, look you Gentlemen, if we have no occaſion, then 
we have no occaſion whereby to —_ him ; and there- 
fore either Religion or Liberty, I -ftick to thoſe occa- 
ſions : Fer when they are gone, ME ITN: to Godli- 
neſs and Freedom. 

Mel. When the moſt are of one ſide, as that's our 
Caſe, we are always in the Right; for they that are in 
Power will ever be the Judges: So that if we ſay, White 
is Black, poor White muſt | loſe the Cauſe, and put on 
Mourning ; for White is but a ſingle Syllable, and we 
are a whole Sentence: Therefore go on bold] 7. lay 
on reſolutely, for your ſolemn League and Covenant; 
and if here be any ſqueamiſh Conſcience who fears to 
fight againſt the King, tho I that have known you Ci- 
tizens theſe thouſand Years ſuſpe& not any, let ſuch un- 
derſtand, That his Majeſty's politick Capacity is to be 
diſtinguiſh'd from his natural; and tho you murder him 
in one, you may preſerve him in the other: and ſo much 
for this time, becauſe the Enemy is at hand. 

2 Ct. ¶ Looking 
the | fierce Colonel, he that devours our Mus, and ra- 
viſhes our Children. 

1 Cit. He looks ſo grum. I dom t eare to have to do 
with him; wou d [ were * in my Shop behind the 
__ ter. 

it. And wou'd I were e under my Wite”s Petticoats 

Look ou, Gentlemen. 
Mel. You, Neighbour, behind your — yaſter- 
r paid a Bill of * in Glaſs Louis d'ers; and 
5 you, 


—— — > —_ 


of. LOOK you, Gentlemen, dis Grillů 


+ * 
ö | * „ | * 
The Duke of Guiſe. > 6y © , 
u, Friend, 'that-ery; Lock you Gentlemen} this very * | 
orning was under oncther Wanda Petticoats, 
not your Wife's. NIL 777) 5 5 
2 Cit. How the Devil does he know this?“??? 
Mel. Therefore fight luſtily for the Cauſe of Heav'n, 
and to make even Tallies for your Sins, which that you 
may do with a better, Conſcience, I abſolve you both, | 
and all the reſt of you: Now go on merrily, for thoſe WM 
that eſcape ſhall avoid killing; and thoſe who do not e · TY 
ſcape, I will provide for in another World. -' | i 
[Cry within on Mother fide of the Stage, Vive 
le Roy, Vive le Roy. i $243; 


| E nter Grillon, and his Party. 


Grill. Come on, Fellow-Soldiers, Commilitones, that's 
my Word, as*twas Julius Cæſar's of Pagan Memory; 
fore God Iam no Speech-maker, but there are the Rogues, 
and here's Bilbo, that's a Word and a" Blow, we muſt 
either cut their Throats, or they cut ours, that's pure Ne- 
ceſſity for your comfort: Now if any Man can be ſo 
unkind to his own - Body, ' for I meddle not with your 
Souls, as to ſtand ftill like a good Chriſtian, and offer 
his Weeſon to a Butcher's Whittle, I ſay no more, but 
that he may be ſav'd, and that's the beſt can come on 
him. 8 | | 
[ Cry on beth Sides, Vive le Roy, Vive Guiſe. They fight. 

Mel. Hey for the Duke of Gui/e and Property, up 
with Religion and the Cauſe, and down with thoſe arbi- 
trary Rogues there: Stand tot, you aſſociated Cuckolds. 

| |  "FCitizens go bath. 
O Rogues, O Cowards, damn theſe half-firain'd Shop- 
keepers, got between Gentlemen and City-Wives, how 
naturally they quake, and run away from their own | 
Fathers? twenty Souls a Penny were a dear Bargain of Wi 
'em. | | | 0 


[They all run off, Melanax with them, the 1 and 
2 Citizens taken. „ F438 
Grill. Poſſeſs yourſelves of the Place, Maubert, 
And hang me up thoſe two Rogues for an * 
1 Cie. 


„„ 

c "The Dike af Guile; | 

| +1 Cit. O ſpare ms, fiveet Colonel, 2 
„and new ſet up. 

Grill. Tl be your Cuſtomer, and ſet you RY a _ 

Go hang him at the hext gign- poſt: (better. Sirrah 

What have you to fay for yourſelf, Scoundrel? 


Why were you a Rebel? 
2 Cit. Loak you, Colonel, ware aac ill dime 


ing to the Gorernment;/ all that I did was pure Obedi- 


ence ta my 
Grill. Nay, if chou bag a Wiſe that wears the Breeches, 


Thou ſhalt be condemn'd to tive: K 
Get thee home for a hen-peck'd * x 
What, are we encompaſs' d? Nay, then 1 this way; 


We'll ſell our Skins to the faireſt 


Exter Aumale and Soldiers on the TY Citizens on 
955 ether. ne ard * 3 are NO 


Power, IT make 2 000. 2 
en Tear nete. tear him and, 
{Pull and halt bim. 


nil. Rogues, Villains, Rebels, Traitors, Cuckolds ; ? 


43212 ing to in — 
2 Cit. Look yon, Colonel, iv 


Frrried af all at once, a Leg or an Arm is one Man's 


Ls ery; Give me a _ _ for a — wa — 
w PR it fora n to my ſove 6 
Gr "Tis too little, - in all Conſcience 1 ; 4 
Take a bigger Token, Cuckold. Et tx Brute, whom E 
O the Conſcience of a Shopkeeper! ' (fav'd ; 
2 Cit. Look you, Colonel, for your ſaving. me, F 
m— 8 heartily, whereby that Debt's paid; but for 
king Treaſon ww * anointed Wile, that 8 


* — e VN be Wolf hun 


Enter 


The Dube "5 Galt 65 
Enter Guiſe with a General's Seaf in his band, May- 
enne, Cardinal, * corn, and Hrtendawes. 


Omnes. Vive Guiſe. | 
Gui. I thank you, ONE the band of Heaw's 
eum and Bareheaded, 

In all our Safeties has  appear'd. this Day, 1 
Stand on your Guard, and double every Watch, 
But ſtain your al: k with no Chriſtian Blood, 
French we 2 Brothers of a Land. | 

Card. What mean you, Brother, by this godly ru. 
Of l Chriſtian Noce ood? Why theſe are 
Now Sword that cut of Malchus Ear, 
Mere „that nei be ſav'd nor damn'd. 
Arebb. dere have . eee | 
| Gui. You know the Rook: 270 


Gui. 7 1 perhaps regen inen l 


The Court diam d; e an dvey', Cems | 


Are all as much wichin my power, 34 if. 
a, At em in my 77 PE: 82 


8 ket ald: * 41894 
And ad ln ma a . ri 
Muſt proſecute memockiorm, 2 

* „ b Or no, n 

ou muſt J 

Gui. Diſmiſs edn Priſoners ; Grillon, you are free 
I do not ask your Love, be fill my Foe. 

Grill. 1 l be ſo: But let me tell you, Guiſe, 
As this was great'y done, twas proudly too; 


It 


/ : 


88 Tbe Duke "R Guiſe. | 
* ive you back your Life when next we meet, 

then I am your Debtor. 
"ihr That's till Doom's-day. 

[Grillon and bis Exeunt one quay, „ Nas the other. . 
Haſte, Brother, draw out fifteen thouſand Men, 
Surround the Lowvre, left the Prey ſhould.'ſcape. 
I know the King will ſend to treat, | 
We'llſet the Dice on him in high Demands, 
No leſs than all his Offices of Truſt, 

He ſhall be par'd, and canton'd _ 1 eur d. 
So long he ſhall n not pas. 
Card. What do we'talk 

Of paring, elipping, and ſuch tedious Work, 
Like thoſe who) hang their Noſes o'er a Potion, | 
And qualm, and keck, and take it down by Sips? 
Archb. Beſt make advantage of this popular Rage, 
Let in i! © 'erwhelming Tide on 5 Head. 
In that promiſcudus Fur: ory ah il 

Among a thonſand and Sword, 3 8 
* e 


Mar. © mi 
Depends the ae of your e N 


Think your good Genius has affum" 1 
3 in this Per Dem. 1 
_ N, croaking Ravi! 25 
Pl ſeize him firſt, then make him a Jed Monarchs | 
PII be declaz'd Lieutenant-General, | | 
Amidſt the three Eſtates that 3 | 
The lorious, full, majeſtick Face » Dh + 
Which in his own defpite 1 ihe King ſhall call? 
$0 let him rei enant during Life, 
lis Brother 5 ſhut out for ever, 
Branded with Hereſy, and barr'd from Sway, 
That when Yalois kind 3 in Aſhes lies, | 
The Phenix Race of Charlemain may riſe.. {Exeunt. 


8c ENI 
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SCENE, The Louvre. 


Euter King, Queen-Mother, Abbot, Grillon. 


= —_ — ſuch — ? 
Grill. Yes, faith, we beargy Roman. under 
neath the Fork 2 E 

King. Give me my Arms. | 

Grill. For what? 

King. Tl lead you on. | | 3 
Grill. You are a true Lion, but my Men are Sheep; 
If you run firſt, I'll ſwear they'll follow you. 

King. What all turn'd Cowards ? Not a Man in France, 
Dares ſet his Foot by mine, and periſh by me? (ing. 
" Grill. Troth, I can't find em much inclin'd to - 

King. What can be left in Danger, but to dare? 
No matter for my Arms, I'II go barefac'd, „ OP 
And ſeize the firſt bold Rebel that-I meet. | 

Ab. There's ſomething of Divinity in Kings, 
That fits between their Eyes, and their Life. 

Grill. Trae, Abbot, but the miſchief is, you Church- 
Can ſee that ſomething farther than the Croud 3 (men 
Theſe Muſquet Bullets have not read much Logick, 
Nor are they given to make your nice Diſtinctions: 

I [One enters, and gives the . Note, She reads. 

ng 


One of em poſſibly may hit the | | 
In ſome one part of him that's not divine; 18 
And ſo the mortal part of his Majeſty wou'd draw | 
The Divinity of it into another World, ſweet Abbot. _ 1 

2. M.'Tis equal Madneſs to go out or ſtay y: | 
The Reverence due to Kings is all transferr'd je 8 
To haughty Guiſe, and when new Gods are made, 
The old muſt quit the Temple; you muſt fl). 

King. Death, had I Wings, yet I would ſcorn to fly. 

Grill. Wings, or no Wings, is not the Queſtions; 3 
If you won't fly for't, you mult ride for't, fem” 
* that 3 much to 5 i 

ing. Fo my regal TowW n! 
2. Is Forlake a Bedlam ! 


This 


Deach, muſt Rebel force mo from wy Le a1 Mes 


= ſtill aill rote the T all you can, 
| Lig more Time 


O how 1 bluſh, thet thou ſhould ſee the 


* me with yon, e 


Son Pledge — hoo prod ae, my 


68 Te Dole ef Guile. _ 
This Note informs me, fifteen thouſand Men When 
Are marching to encloſe the Louvre round. 

Ab. The Buſineſs then admits no more diſpute ; 


You, wing muſt be to find the Guz/e, 
Seem ealy, fearful, — what you will; 


r his Eſcape 
Wd "I Mdertake it—Nay, no Tharks, my Son, 
My Bleſſin Deliverance 


g ſhall be given in 
That once Perform rm'd, their Web is all — 


And Guiſe is to be in his Work e are. oa 
OW: n 1 


| 2 | Grill 
Nay then, another Minate muſt be given. 


- 


— 


Do this low Act, that leſſens all his Feme: 


Mar. It muſt not, cannotbe. 051 
| Grill. No, nor full not, Wench, as long s my Sou 0 
wears 


ETD 1 
| . — ane Ell truſt thee 3 hall Iwo thee? of a B 


. 


e might 
er — IS. „ 
nd. 1 ſatisfy 
Gre 
. my EG 

Mar. . * 
lake haße, my royal Makier, to be ſafe, — 2 


Wilt thou go too? 
Thank am yeconcil'd to Heav'n again: 
W 4, 
a6 Reva * 
Not — nor ofa Juno 782 deſtroy - 
The Hero that abardon'd burns Tg, 


© 


- 


1; 


le 


of the dreadful — 
is Gods he took his Flight. 
| Br 8 EY her. 


He ſeapd the 
When loaded with 


ACTY. SCEMEL | 


SCENE, The Caftle of Blois. 


Enter Grillon, and Alphonſo Corſo. 


=———\ come, Colonel, welcome to Blows. 
V. . Since laſt w parted ar the 


VANS The World's rant a” opfide up. 


downſide 
Our Part of the zl is fi tho” but ſlowly, 
Alph. Who look'd for an A of the States? 
Grill. When the King was eſcap'd from Paris, and 
Neg of thy Toils, 'twas'time' for the Gute to take em 
and pirch others, that is, to treat for the Calli 
of a Parliament, where being ſure of the __ Part, he 
might get by Law what he bad miſſed d j 
| 45 Bu: why ſhould the King aſſemble Nt 
ſatisfy the Gui/e lter ſo many Aﬀrontst 
Grill, For the ſame Reaſon that a Man in a Duel 975 
he has received Satisfaction, when he is firſt wounded, 
and afterwards difarm'd. [ris > 


Alpb. But w - Be Parliament at Blis, and not at Fa- 


650 Becauſe no Barricado's have been made at B: 


This Blis is a very little Town, and che King can draw 


it after him. 
But Paris is a damn'd unwieldy Bulk, and when the 
Preachers draw againſt the King, a Parſon | in a ** 
+ a deviliſh Fore- horſe. 

Beſides, I found in that Infurrection, what d 


Feats hes Tune ate; I tell you, Eclenel, Te 


The Dos of Caifs!— oo 


Grill. No, faith, tis better, now tis 


2 


# — — 
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had better deal with ten of their Wives, than with one 

zealous Citizen. | | 

O your inſpir'd Cuckold is moſt implacable. | 
Alph. Is there any ſeeming Kindneſs between the King 

and the Duke of Guiſe? _ 

Grill. Ves, moit wonderful: they are as dear to one 
another, as an old Uiurer and a rich young Heir upon a 
Mortgage. The King is very loyal to tne Gi, and the 
Guiſ is very tous to the King: Then the Cardinal 
of Guiſe and the Archbiſhop of Liont, are the two Pen- 
dants that are always hanging at the royal Ear: They 
eaſe his Majeſty of all the Spiritual Buſineſs, and the Gui/e 
of all the Temporal; ſo that the King is certainly the 
happieſt Prince in Chriftendom, without any Care upon 
him: So yielding up every thing to his loyal Subjects, 
that he's infallibly in the way of being the greateſt and 


moſt glorious King in all the World. 


_ Alph. Yet I have heard, he made a ſharp reflecting 
Speech upon their Party at the ing of the Parlia- 
ment, admoniſh'd Men of their Puties, pardon'd what 
was paſt, but ſeem'd to threateij Vengeance if they per- 


ſiſted for the future. 
Grill. Yes, and then they all took the Sacrament to- 
gether: He promiſing to nlite himſelf to them, and they 


to obey him, according to the Laws: yet the very next 
Morning they went on, in purſuance of their old Com- 
monwealth Pen. as violently as ever.. mo 
Alpb. Now I am dull enough to think they have 
broken their Oaths. ; 1 . 

Grill. Ay, but you are but one private Man, and they 
are the Three States; and if they vote that they have not 
broken their Oaths, who is * Judge? 5 
_  Alþpb. There's one above. . 
Erill. J hope you mean in Heaven, or elſe you are a 
bolder Man than I am in Parliament-time ; but here 
comes the Maſter and my Neice. | | 
Alpb. Heaven preſerve him, if a Man may pray for 
him without Treaſon .. 

Grill. O yes, you may pray for him ; the Preachers of 


Km wn 
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be ſuffer'd civilly to drink his Health, be of the Court, 


and keep a Place of Profit under him : For, in ſhort, 
tis a judg'd Caſe of Conſcience, to make eat ach 
the King, and to {ide againſt him. 


Enter King and Marmontier. 


King. Grilloz, be near me, 
There: s ; fomething for my Service to be done, 
Your Orders will be ſudden, now withdraw. 

Grill. ade. Well, I dare traſt my Neice, even tho 
ſhe comes of my own Family; but if ſhe cuckolds my 
good Opinion of her Honeſty, there's a whole Sex falbn 


under a general Rule, without one Ex 
* Gal. and Alph. 


[Exeunt 
Mar. You bid my Uncle wait you. 
King. Yes. 
Mar. This Hour. 


King. I think it was. 
Mar. Something of Moment kibay upon this Hour. 
King. Not more on this, than on the next, and next, 

My Time is all ta en up on Uſury; 

1 * am beforehand with my Hours, 

But every one has Work before it comes. | 
Mar. There's ſomething for my Service to be dane, 

Thoſe were your Words. 
King. And you defire their Meaning. 
Mar. I dare not ask, and yet perhaps ma | 
King. "Tis ſearching there where Heav'n can only pry, 

Not Man, who knows not Man, but by ſurmiſe: 

Nor Devils nor Angels of a purer Mould, 

Can trace the winding Labyrinths of Thought. 

I tell thee, Marmoutier, I never ſpeak, 

Not when alone, for fear ſome Fiend ſhould hear 

And blab my Secrets out. 
Mar. You hate the Gui/e. 
King. True, I did hate him. 
Mar. And you hate him ſtill. 
King, bs am berry S 


— . . ————— 
7 


— — — — 


— —— — 
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had better deal with ten of their Wives, than with one 


zealous Citizen. | 
O your inſpir'd Cuckold is moſt implacable. 

Alph. Is there any ſeeming Kindneſs between the King 
and the Duke of Gu] _ 

- -Grill, Yes, moſt wonderful: they are as dear to one 
another, as an old Uſurer and a rich young Heir upon a 
Mortgage. The King is very loyal to tie Gzi/e, and the 
Guiſe is very ious to the King: Then the Cardinal 
of Guiſe and the Archbiſhop of Lions, are the two Pen- 
dants that are always hanging at the royal Ear: They 
eaſe his Majeſty of all the Spiritual Buſineſs, and the Gui/e 
of all the Temporal; ſo that the King is certainly the 
happieſt Prince in Chriſtendom, without any Care upon 
him: So yielding up every thing to his loyal Subjects, 
that he's infallibly in the way of being the greateſt and 


moſt glorious King in all the World. 


_ Alph. Yet I have heard, he made a ſharp reflecting 
Speech upon their Party ar the ing of the Parlia- 
.. rpm of their Puties, r what 
was » but ſeem'd to threateij Vengeance if the - 
ſiſted for the future. "EY | CT 

Grill. Yes, and then they all took the Sacrament to- 
gether: He promiſing to nlite himſelf to them, and they 
to obey him, according to the Laws: yet the very next 
Morning they went on, in purſuance of their old Com- 
monwealth Deſigns, as violently as ever. © | 
Ab. Now I am dull enough to think they have 
broken their Oaths, | ie Ta 

Grill. Ay, but you are but one private-Man, and they 
are the Three States; and if they vote that they have not 
broken their Oaths, who is to be Judge? ER 
Alph. There's one above. | 

Grill. I hope you mean in Heaven, or elſe you are a 
bolder Man 'than I am in Parliament-time ; but here 


comes the Maſter and my Neice, | 


Ab. Heaven preſerve him, if a Man may pray for 
him without Treaſon; . | | 
Grill. O yes, you may pray for him; the Preachers of 


| the Gui/?'s Side do that moſt formally; Nay, you pay 


My 1 
I never 
But eve 
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be ſuffer'd civilly to drink his Health, be of the Court, 


_ a Place of Profit under bim: For, in ſhort, 
judg'd Caſe of Conſcience, to make your beſt of 
the King! and to ſide againſt him. 


Enter King * Marmoutier. 


King. Grillun, be near me, 
There's ſomething for my Service to be done, 

Your Orders will be ſudden, now withdraw. 

Grill. afide. Well, I dare truſt my Neice, even tho 
ſhe comes of my own Family ; but if ſhe cuckolds my 
good Opinion of her Honeſty, there's a RR Sex fall'n 
under a general Rule, without one Ex 

[Exeunt fil. and Alph. 
Mar. You bid my Uncle wait you. 
King. Yes. 

Mar. This Hour. 

King. I think it was. 

Mar. Something of Moment rp upon this Hour. 

King. Not more 15 this, than on the next, and next, 
My Time is all ta en up on Uſury ; 

I never am beforehand with my Hours, 
But every one has Work before it comes. 

Mar. There's ſomething for my Service to be dane, 
Thoſe were your Words. | 

King. And you defire their Meaning. 

Mar. I dare not ask, and yet perhaps may — | 

King. "Tis ſearching there where Heav'n can only pry, 
Not Man, who knows not Man, but by ſurmiſe: 

Nor Devils nor Angels of a purer Mould, 
Can trace the winding Labyrinths of Thought. 

I tell thee, Marmoutier, I never { 

Not when alone, for fear ſome Fiend ſhould hear, 
And blab my Secrets out. 

Mar. You hate the Gui/e. 

King. True, I did hate him. 

Mar. And you hate him ſtill. 

King. I am eng g 


7. % Dube of cu. - 
| Mar. Your 8 irit is too high, | But v 
j Great Souls fo ve not Injuries, wil Time | Then 
Fi Has put their Enemies into their wer., And f 
|! Eures. g ſhew For iveneſs is their own n; In wl 
þ For elle, * that forgives: . And | 
[| The Coward, not US King. ; | Unple 
[| 51 | 
17 Mar. In ſhew, for in effet he fill inſults. Kin 
q Kin Well, Kings muſt bear ſometimes. : The I 
| Mar. They muſt, till they can _ tex Bardem of; Didſt 
| And thats, think, our Aim. I neve 
[| King. Miſtaken Kitt: ET hy ee. Ma, 
i A Favours, all Preferments paſs throu * — {: Kin 
| Tm glans, and they mould me as they ESR If the 
| | : Theſe are your Arts to make them more ſecure, Undai 
# | | ſo your Brother us'd the Admiral. And ir 
| rothers-may think, and a& like Brothers too. | Mar 


| | er 2 ſaid you, ha what mean you, Marmoutier? | Do you 
[ | 7 Viel 1 8 "Bar ons SLY "Fir 2 
is no 0 artholomew,. ir, ar 
Nas or is 1 57 Paris. $ Love b 
Mar. Tis an open Town. . 
| King. 2 then? 228. 
5 Mar. ere you are ſtrongeſt 
King. Well, . e eee 
Mar. No more, bu. yep have Power, and are ovale. 
O! thou halt ſet thy Foot upon a Snake, 
Get quickly off, or it will Bing thee ded. | 
Mar. Can I unknow it? * intact] 
King. No, bat keep it ſecret. 
Mar. Think, Si ir, your Thoughts are Gill as much 3 your To give 
As when you kept the Key of y our own Breaſt : . (own, No Ret 
But fince you let me in, Fand! it Ald ©. Let hin 
With Death and Horror ; ; you, would murder W. | 
King. Murder! what Murder ! uſe A ſaftor 
And call it Sovereign Juſtice. _ 
Mar. Wou'd I +9 
But Juſtice bears the godlike Shape of TTY | 
Anil "Gre $ a equal Plea © 
Betwixt th' nder and the r righteous Judge. 


_— 
"#9 
- 


King. 


— e ̃— uů¹üçd nf; I III I rn 
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King. Yes, when th Offender can be judg'd by Lows, 
But +, of his Greatneſs overturns the Scales, 

Then Kings are Juſtice in the laſt Appeal, 

And fore'd b by ſtrong Neceflity may ſtrike: 

In which indeed they aſſert the Publick Good, 

And like ſworn Surgeons, n Limb 3 - 
Unpleaſant wholeſome Work. 

— If this be needful. 

King. Ha, didſt not thou thy ſelf, in Rene 
The Depth of my Deſigns, drop there the Plummet ? 
Didſt how not fay, Affronts, ſo great, fo N 
I never could forgive? 

Mar. I did, but yet. | 

King. What means but yet? Tis Evidence ſo full, 

If the laſt Trumpet ſounded in my Ears, 7 

Undaunted I ſhould meet the Saints half way; 

And i in the face of Heav'n maintain the Fact. 

Mar. Maintain it then to Heav'n, but not tome; 
Do you love me? 

King. Can you doubt it? 

Mar. Yes, I can doubt it, if you can deny: 

Love begs once more this great Offender's Life: : 

Can you forgive the Man you juſtly hate, 

That hazar both your Life and Crown to ſpare e him? 
One whom y=_ may 7 ſa I more than . 

(For I wou — you ſee that what J aſk, 

I know is wond'rous difficult to grant) 

Can you be thus extravagantly good ? | 

King. What then? For I 4 to fear my Firmneſs, 
And doubt the ſoft Deſtruction of your Tongue. 

—5— Then in return, I ſwear to Heav'n, and you, 

ve you all the Preference of my Soul: 
No Radl. Rival to diſturb you there, 
= him but live, that he may be my Convert. 

[ King walks a while, then wipes his Eyes, and ſpeals. 

King. You've conquer d, all that's paſt ſhall be for- 
My laviſh Love has made a laviſh Grant: (giv'n, 
Bat know this Act of Grace ſhall be my laſt. m 
Let him repent, yes, let him well repent, 

Let him deſiſt, and tempt Revenge no farther; 

Vor. II. Q 


From the Succeflion of the þ 
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For by yon Heav'n, that's conſcious of his Crimes, 


Iwill no more by M 8 


"AN eputiet appearing at the Door. 
The Dep Deputicsare nA 11 — — me: 
Thus Tyrant Buſine my Hours 
And makes me live for other s. 
Mar. Now Heav'n reward you with a proſperousReign, 
And grant you never may be good 1 in vain. Exit. 


Enter Deputics of the. thres 8 tates, Cardinal of G uiſe, 
155 24 Archbiſhop Ul Lyons .at the Head of” em. 


King. Well, my good Lords, what Mates of lad. 

Employ'd the Anh this Morning? 
One high Point 

Was warmly canvas'd in the Commons Houſt,'- 
And will be ſoon reſolv'd. 

King. What was't? 

Card. Succeſſion. | 

King. That's one high Point indeed, but not/to be 
So warmly canvas'd, or ſo ſoon refolv'd. : 

Card. Things neceſſary muſt ſometimes be ſudden. 

King. No ſudden Danger threatens you, my Lord, 

Archb. What may be ſuddden, muſt be counted fo: 


Ws hope, and wiſh your Life; but yours, aud our, | 


Are in the Hand of Heav'n. 
King. My Lord, they are: 

Yet in a natural Way J may live long, 

If Heav'n and 00 my Loyal Subjects pleafe. | 
Arebb. But ſince good Princes, like your Majeſty, 1. 

Take care of Danger merely Poſſible, | 

Which may concern their Sub 1 whoſe they _ 

_ for whom Kings are | 

Yes, we for them, | 


And te for us, the Benefts are e 


And ſo 4 Ties are too. 


Card. To cut things ſhort. 
The Commons will decree to AI Navarre 


Realm of France." * 


eee 
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Ki ing. Decree, my Lord! What, one Eſtate decree ! | 
Where then are the other two, and What am 1? 
The Government is caſt up ſomewhat ſhort, 
The Clergy and Nobility caſhier d, „ 
Five hundred popular Fig ures on 4 row, wee N 
And I my ſelf that am, G ſhould be King, 5 | +: ; 
An o'er-grown Cypher fet before the Sum: 
What Reaſons urge our Sovereigns for th* Exclufion ? | 

Archb. He ftands ſuſpected, Sir, of Herely. | | 

King. Has he been call'd to make. his Juſt Defence? | 

Card. That needs not, for dis known. 58 

King. To whom? _ 1 8 25 

Can. The Commons. 

King. What is't thoſe Gods due ce do not 
_ Hereſy, you Churchmen teach us Vulgar, (know? 

. obſtinate, and fill perſiſting | 1 

rrors prov'e, long Admonitions made. 1 
Ant all 27 has this Courſe been us'd ? | 1 

Archb. We grant it has not,  but—— | 

King. Nay give! me leave, | 
T urge-from your on Grant it has not been: 
If then in proceſs of a petty Sum, 

Both Parties having not been fully heard, 

No Sentence can be givin; ' 

Much leſs in the Succeſſion of a Crown, 
Which after my Deceaſe, by Right inherent, - 
Devolves my Brother of Nawarre.  _ 

Card. The Right of Souls is ſtill to be preferr dj 

* muſt not ſuffer for a Claim. 
ng. If Kings may be excluded, or depos d, 
When er you cry Religion to the Croud, 
That Doctrine makes Rebellion orthodox, 
And Subjects muſt be Traitors to be ſav d. 

Archb. Then Hereſy's entail'd upon the Throne. 

King. You would entail Confuſion, Wars and Slaugh- 
Thoſe. Ils are certain, what you name contingent. (ters: - 
I know my Brother's Nature, tis ſincere, 

Above Deceit, no Croakedneſs of Thought, 
Says what he means, and what he ſays, performs; 
Brave, but not raſh ; ſucceſsful, but not proud. 
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So much acknowledging, chat he's ancaly, 
Till every petty Service be o er- paid. 

Archb. Some ſay revengeful. 

| King. Some then libel IS ; 

But nes what both of us have learnt to bear. 
He can forgive, but you diſdain F orgiveneſs: 1 
Vour Chiefs are they no Libel muſt "><a 
Hanour's a ſacred thing in all but Kin ve 
But when your Rhymes aſſaſſinate our ame, 
You hug your nauſeous, blund'ring Ballad- Wits, 
And pay 'em as if Nonſenſe were a Merit, 
If it can mean but Treaſon. 

Archb. Sir, we have many Arguments to 

King. And I have more to aniwer ; let 'em 
My Royal Brother of Nawarre ſhall ſtand 
Secure by Right, by Merit, and my Love. 
God, and good Men will never fail his Cauſe, 

And all the bad ſhall be conſtrain n'd by Laws. 

Archb. Since gentle Means texclude Navarre are 
To-morrow in the States twill be propos'd, (vain, 
To make the Duke of Gui/e Licutenant-General ; 
Which Power moſt graciouſſy confirm'd by Jou, 

Will ſtop this 3 . of Succeſſion, 
That — Religion, ws, and all before it: 
In hope you'll not Nr what muſt be done, 
We wiſh you, Sir, a long and proſperous Reign. 
[ Exeunt omnes but the King. 

King. To-morrow Guiſe is made Lieutenant-Genera), 
Why Then to-morrow I no more am King; _ 

Tis time to puſh my flacken'd Vengeance home, 
To be a King, or not to be at all. 

The Vow that manacled my Rage is loos'd, 

Even Heay'n'is wearied with repeated Crimes, 
Till Lightni 2 flaſhes round * d the Throne, 
And the curb' Thunder grumbles to be gone. 


_—— 


Enter Grillon to him. 
Grill "Ti juſt the pointed Hour you bid me wait. 


King. 


The Duke of Guife. 757 


King. So juſt, as if thou wert inſpird to come; 


As if the * * An el of my Throne, 


Who had o'er-ſlept ant e n Years, 

Juſt now was — and brought thee to my Reſcue. 
Grill. I hear the Gui will be Lieutenamt-Genetal. 
Kim. And can'ſt thou ſuffer it?; 

Grill. Nay, if you will ſuffer it, then vell ney E 


If Kings wi be ſo civil to their Subjects, to Ong up all 


things tamely, thay firſt turn Rebels to themſelves 


that's a fair Example for their Friends; life, 85e a 
dan rous matter to be loyal on the wrong Side, to ſerve 


my Prince in ſpite of him: if you'll be a Royalift your 

ſelf, there are Millions of honeſt Men will fight for you; 

but if you wort, there are few will hang for you. | 
King. No more: I am reſolv'd. 

The Courſe of things can be withheld no longer 

From breaking forth to their appointed End: 

My Vengeance, ripen'd in the Womb of Time, 

Preſtes for Birth, and to be diſclos'd. | 

Grillon, the Guiſe.i is doom d to ſudden Death: 

The Sword muſt end him; has not thine an Edge? 
Grill. Yes, and a Point too; * him. 
King. I bid thee kill him. [Waiting: 
_ . So I mean to do. 

Without thy Hazard. 


| ch Now I underſtand you, 8 


I am your Soldier, Sir, but not your Hangman, 
K — 122 7 
Grill Fes. 
Haſt thou not ſaid, 


| That; deſerves it? 


Grill. Yes, but how have 5. 
Deſerv'd to do a Murder? 
King. Tis no Murder: 


Tis Sovereign Juſtice urg d from Self- Defence. 


_ 2 2p pry, 44 en iu nn 
King: Go, thou art a 
Grill. 


Vou are my King. 
E. Thou 67K how Jarl not Kill him. 


Q 3 Grill 


U — — OG — — eel 
. 
* * 


. The Dube if Gui 


— — — — —— —-— 
_—  —— * 


—— 


Grill. Were I a Coward, I had been une 


then I dup ha? GORE if 1555454) vin i 2h 
Thou haſt done worſe in thy long/Courſe of 
Hat ancer kill'd/a Man??? (Arnis, 


22 es, When à Man wou'd have killd me. 
alt thou not plunder d from the helpleſs Poor? 
Seel from the ſweating Labourer his Food? 
Grill. Sir, J have eaten and drunk in my own Damage 


Wh en L was hungry and thirky. 
Shes ee Ane at 1 5815 
— Ierob=eses F uri b 
—— content with a Farmer's Daughter, L x2 
eq na Whore was not to be ha 


As for cutting off a Traitor, I'll execute him lawfully 
union, when I meet him in the Field; 
But for your Chamber-Pradtice, that's not my Tali. 


In my own 


King. Is my Revenge unjuſt, or «21. eee | 
Heav'n knows, I love nat Bop. 1H 
Grill. No, for 22 Kabel oli luer Wa 7 
You may diipatch;a Rebel D ö 


But the Miſchief is, that Rebel: 55 Nuit. 1 Ee Ut Na iT 
Has giv'n me my Eife e e . 

And till I have —— d his Brib e, 8 1 
Jan not upon even Terms wum. 2 


King. Give me thy Hand, I — the wWorſe. 
Make much of Honour, tis x Soldier's Confcienee: 
Thou ſhalt not do this Act, chou'rt een to 3.5 l 
But keep my Secret; for that Conſcithce toc 

Grill. When I diſcloſe it, think I am à OED 

King. No more of that, 'I:know vh6u uf R po and Bor od z. 
Call Lognat hither ſtrait, and Sr. Mahn 
Bid Larchant find ſome ùnſuſpected Means , 
To keep Guards doubled at the-Cooncil- Dovr,. 

That none paſs in or out, but thoſe T call! 
The reſt. Pil think on further; ſo fatewelL, | 


Grill. Heav'n bleſs: Mijeſty t TRY W. 
Tho“ I'll not kill him Indeed gage. a 
For the —_— ofthe Job, let me alone (Kid; 


2 I. 356 L words 2 {Batt * 


. 7 as ry 
« I a 


IBS Athy dt» 1 Hy 


__ BY 


c. 


To rouze me, my B freezes : Muſick there! 


The Diake of Guife: 79 
The SCENE cen, and diſrouert Men and Women ar 
FS... Barguet, Malicorn ſtanding by. 


Mal. This is the ſfolemn-annual Feaſt I keep, 
As this day Twelve Years, on. this very Hour 
I ſign'd the Contract for my Soul with Hell; 
I barter'd it for Honours, . Wealth, and Pleaſure, 
Three things which mortal Men do covet moſt. 
And, faith, I over-ſold it to the Fiend: |, _ 
What, one and twenty Years, nine yet to come, 
How cam a Soul be worth ſo much to Devil??? 
O how hug myſelf, to out-wit theſe Fools of Hell! 
And yet a ſudden Damp, I know not why, | 
Has ſeiz d my Spirits, and like a heavy Weight 
Hangs on their aQtive Springs: I want a Song 


A'SON G: and Dance. „ 
hep herdeſs. Tell * Thirſis, tell your Auguiſb, 
Why you figh, and why you languif, 
When the Nymph whom you adore, 
Grants the Bleſſing of poſſaſin g. 
What can Love 477 + more ? 
Shepherd. Think it's Love beyond all meaſure, 
| Mattes me faint away with Pleaſare : 
Strength of Cordial may defiroy, 
And the Bleſſing of poſſeſſing 
Kills me with exceſs of Foy. 


Shepherdeſs. Thirſis, how can I believe you? 
But confeſs, and I'll forgive you : 
Men are falſe, and ſo are you; 
Never Nature fram'd a Creature 
To enjoy, and yet be true. 


Shepherd. Mines a Flame beyond expiring, 
Still Poſes, fit deferingy. 


The Duke of Guiſe. 


Fig for Lowe's Imperial Crown ; 
Ever ſhining and refining, hy 
Still the more "tis melted down. © 
[Loud knocking at the Door. 
Ester Servant, © 


Mal. What Noiſe is that? 

Serv. An ill-look*d ſurly Man, | 
With a hoarſe Voice, ſays he muſt ſpeak with you. 

Mat. Tell him I dedicate this Day to Pleaſure, 


I neither have, nor will have Buſineſs with him. L Ex. Sen 
What louder yet, what ſaucy Slave is this ? { Knocks louder 


Re-enter Servant. 


Serv. 1 ſays you have, and muſt have Buſineſs with 
| Im; . 
Come out, or he'll come in, and ſpoil your Mirth, 
Mal. I won't. | 
Serv. Sir, I'dare not tell him ſo; 
7 | [ Knocks again more fiercely: 
My Hair ſtands vp in Briſtles when The him ; fer _ 
The Dogs run into Corners; the Spay'd-Bitch 
Bayes at his Back and howls. 
Mal. Bid him enter, and go off thyſelf. [Ex. Serv. 
| [Scene cloſes upon the Company. 


Enter Melanax, an Hour-Glaſe in his Hand almoſt 


| How dar'ſt thou interrupt my ſofter Hours? 
Buy Heav'n:1'll ram thee in ſome knotted Oak, 
Where thou ſhalt ſigh and groan to whiſtling Winds: 
Upon the lonely Plain; or Pl! confine thee 
Deep in the red Sea, grov'ling on the Sands, 
Ten thouſand Billows rolling o'er thy Head. 
Mel. Ho, ho, ho, 
Mal. Laugh'ſt thou, malicious Fiend *: 
I'Il ope my Book of bloody Characters, 
Shall rumple up thy tender airy Limbs, 


* 


Like 


The Dul⸗ of Gait... 


Like Parchment on a Flame. - + . 

Mel. Thou can'ſt not do't, | N. 
Behold this Hour-Glaſs. n LIEN: 

Mal. Well, and what of that ? 

Mel. See'ft thou theſe ebbing Sands? 

They run for thee, and when their Race is run, 
Thy Lungs, the Bellows of thy mortal Breath, 
Shall link for ever done, and heave no more. 

Mal. W hat,. reſty Fiend ? 

Nine Years thou haſt to ſerve. 

Mel. Not full nine Minutes. 

Mal. Thou ly'ſt, look on thy Bond, and view the Date. 

Mel. Then wilt thou ſtand to chat, without Appeal? 

Mal. I will, ſo help me Heav'n. 

Mel. So take thee Hell.. [ Gives him the Bond. 
There, Fool, behold who'lyes, the Devil or thou? 

Mal. Ha! One and twenty Years are ſhrunk to. twelve. 
Do my Eyes dazzle ? | ; 

Mel. No, they ſee too.true : 

They dazzled once, I caſt a Miſt before 'em * 
So what was figur'd Twelve, to thy dull Sight 
Appear'd full Twenty-one. : 

Mal.. There's Equity in nary « ey: A Cheat! 

Mel. Fool, — haſt quitt y- to Heav'n, 
To ſtand to this. jp 

Mal. Then I am loſt for ever. 

Mel. Thou art, 

Mal. O why was I not warn'd before ? 

Mel. Ves, to repent, then thou hadſt cheated me. 

Mal. Add but a Day, but half a Day, an Hour : 

For ſixty Minutes I'll orgive Nine Years. 

Mel. N o, not a Moment's Thought 1 my time, 
Diſpatch, tis much below me to attend. 
For one poor lingle Fare. 

Mal. So pitileſs? 

But yet I may command thee, and I will: | 

I love the Guiſe, even with my lateſt Breath, * 

Beyond my Soul, and my loſt 9 — of Heay'n'; obs 

4 charge 1 * by my ſhort-liv'd Power, FIT <. | 

Maſter: [3 334 4343 n 3 
Qs. i ' 


a 
*** 
* L 
a 


he es, 177 oil. 
Mel. It has » | 


To Council when he next- ene he dies. 
Mal. Who Waits 1 * 


uu Gerwant. 
Go, give wy Sts my laſt Adieu, 


800 1 ſhall never ſeo his Eyes again: 
ut if he\goes when next he's call'd to > Council, 


Bid him believe my lateſt Breath, he dies. [Exit Serwv- 


T he Sands run Jet. 0 do not ſhake the Glaſs: 


[The Devil fbakes the Gloſs. ; 
N hall be thine wo: Wen 4: could I repent, 


Heav'n's not confin'd to Moments; Mercy, Mercy. 
Mel. I fee thy Prayers diſpers rs'd into the Winds, 


| And: Heav'n has puft em by: 


T was an Angel once, of foremoſt Rank, * 


Stood next the ſhining Throne, and wink d but half, : 


So almoſt gaz d I Glory in the Face 
That I could bear it, and ſtar'd farther in. 
r was but a Moment's Pride, and yet I fell, 
For ever fell; but Man, baſe Earth-born ny 
Sins paſt a Sam, and might be pardan'd more: 
And yet tis juſt, for we were perfect Light, 
And ſaw our Crimes; Man in his Body's Mire, 
Half-ſoul, half-clod, ſinks blindfal into Sin, 
Betray'd by Frauds without, and Luſts within. 
Mal. hen J have hope. 
Mel. Not fo, I preach'd on p 


To make thee loſe this Moment ag yr thy Þ 


Thy Sands creep low ; Deſpair, Deſpair, 
Mal. Where am I now ? Upon the * Brink le 


The Gulph beſore me, Devils. to puſh me on, 


And Hear n behind me cloſing all its Doors. 
A thouſand Years for ev'ry Hour I've paſs'd, 
O could I ſcape ſo cheap! But Ever, Ever, 


Still to begin an endleſs round of Woes, 
To be renew'd for Pains, and laſt for Hell? 


Yet can Pains laſt, when Bodies cannot laſt ? 
Can carthy Subſtance endleſs Flames endure ? 


The Da W 


Or when one Body wears and flits a 
Do Souls thruſt forth another Cruſt 
To fence and puns their tender Poli from Fin. 

I feet my Heart-ſirings rend, I'm here, Tm gone. 
Thus Men, too careleſs of their future State; 
Biſpute, know nothing, and believe too late. 


[4 Blah of Lightning, thy fo ane, 
Enter Duke x Gaiſe, Cartival, Aumale. | 


Card. A dreadful Meſſage from a d Man, 
A Prophecy indeed! | ring 
For Souls juſt quitting Earth, peep into Heaven, : 
Make ſwift Acquaintance with their Kindred Forms, ey 
And Partners of immortal Secrets i 
Aum. "Tis good to lean on the ecurer fide: _ 3 
When Life . the ey ore to is ſuch, ""M 
Fools fear-too little and-they too much. „ 


5 Enter Archbiltiop: 


Gui, You have prevail, Iwill not go to Council, 
I have provok'd my Sovereign paſt a 
It but remains to doube if he dare kill me: 
e juſt, 9 
is too mu me, Pl! depart, 
And finiſh —— ſafer time. . 
Archb. By Heav'n'tis Harry's Plot to fright you hence, 
That, Coward-like, you might forſake jour Friends. | 
Gui. The Devil foretold it dying N | 
* 5 Ves, » 9 Ne -doube: 
ou 
Youars the Maſter-f 2 our Fabrick, 
Which ance. remov'd, our Motion is no more. | 
Without your Preſence, which buoys up our Hearts, 
The League will ſink beneath a Roy Name: 
Th inevitable Yoke prepar'd for Kings, 4 
Will ſoon be ſhaken off; things done, repeal'd 3 4x1 
* = — future Means to do. 
know not, I begin to taſte his * * 
cb, 


1 * 
-, 
— — 2 —— —— — 


„ u Dole vr Gris. 
Archb. Nay, were the Danger certain of your Stay, 
An Act ſo mean 2 loſe — your e 
And leave you ſingle to the Tyrant's Rage: 
Then better *fis to hazard Life alone, | 
Than Life, and Friends, and tation too. 


Gui. Since more I am confirm'd, I'll ſtand the ſhock: : 


Where-&er he dares to call, I dare to go. 
y Friends are many, faithful, and united ; 3. 


He will not venture on ſo rafh a 
And now I wonder I ſhould fear that F orce, 


Which have us d to conquer and dontemn. 
y rie. 10 Enter Marmoutier. 


1 LHA 151: 


eee perbps 0 A em the. 


And warn you not to ga. ihe. £1 (Scale, 
Gai. O fear ber ot, | | 
I will be there. Exeunt Archbiſhoþ and Cardinal, 
What can ſhe mon. — 1 
Or is it caſt betwixt. the and her 


To ſound me? Come wh will, it warms my Heart 
With ſecret Joy, which, theſt my ominous Stateſmen 
Left dead within me. Ha] ſhe turns away! 
Mar. Do:you hot wonder at this Viſit, Sir? 
Gui. No, Madam, I at laſt have gain'd the Point 
Of mightieſt Minds, to wonder now at nothing. 
Mar. Believe me, Gui, twere — evan 
If yori could carry t on the Inſide too. 5 
Why came that Sigh 5 d For love of me. 
Partly, perhaps, but more ot thirſt o ory, 
Which now-agdin dilates dtſelf i Smiles. 
As if you == that-1-ſhould kngw your purpoſe. , , 


Gui: I tis true, becauſe I love you ſtill; 
Love you, G an, Cen in, My. Deſpite. 
I tell yu alleen at that very Moment, 


I know ou: firkight betray me ig the King, 55 by 
Mar. 0 Gui Ii Hevet Hid but, Hir, 1 come: > 
To telt y6u;'7Þ ee en mae d a0 1. 


09 C3 Ates 277 
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Thes Dake = Gul. 856 
Gui. The King's at Blois, and you mos . far't 4 
Therefore what am I to expect from Pi an 
From yours, I mean, when you me e ſlain? 

Mar. Firſt anſwer me, and then. ll ſpeak my Heart: | 
Have you, O Gui/e, ſince your laſt ſolemn Oat A 
Stood firm to what you ſwore? Be plain, my Lord, | 
Or run it o'er a While, becauſe again | 
I tell you I muſt.never ſee you more. 

. Gai. Neves! ſhe's ſet on by the Ri 
Why, by that Never — I have 
E eſigns to end me. 
ar. Keep your ience, by the Saints you live. 
Cui. Then mark; tis judg'd by Heads grown white 
3 = Day he means to cut me off. (in Council, 
y Heaven, then you 're forſworn, you ve broks 
ur Vows. - 

2 5 you, the Juſtice of the Earth, I have not. 
ro Ning ou; Piſſembler 2 the World, act have * 
— the 0 49, 

8 — — bebeve: you, Madam. i. 

Mar. I have try'd you both. | 

. Gui, Not me, the King mean. 

Mar. Do theſe o'erboiling Anſwers ſuit the cult 
But go to Council, Sir, there ſhew your Truth, 
If you are innocent, you're ſafe; but Os! - * 

If ſhould chance to ke ou ſtretch'd along, 

Your Love, O Guiſe, — our Ambition _ 

That venerable Aſpect, p ale with Death, - | 

I mwſt conclude you — your End. I Wer. 

Gui. —You muſt, yon will. and ſmile upon 90 Mur- 

Mar. Therefore, if you are conſcious of 2 Breach, 
Confeſs it to me, lead me to the Ki 
He has promis'd me to conquer his evenge, | 
And place you next him; t — if you're rights. | 
Make me not fear it by Aſſeverations: 

But ſpeak your. Heart, and O reſolve me truly. 
Gui. —Madam, I ha thought,. and. truſt you. with 
my- Soul ;. - 


You * but now my ' parung with wy Brother, 


The 


„ fo Dessert 


The Proleteton of Lyons, twab debated If 
Warmly againſt me, that 1 r 28 ö 
Mar. Did I not tell you, Sir? „ Bu 
l True, but in ſpite WN H 
thoſe imperial ments d, 4 
I was not to be — from 22 e 188 Ve 
There we broke off; and maik. me, +if-I-live, . 
Vou are the Saint that makes a Convert of me. O 


Mar. Gothen, OHeav'n! why muſt I ſtill ſuſpect 7 Fo 
Why heaves my Heart! and 3 erfldws- 115 Eyes | 


Yet if you dive, © Guiſe, there, there's the Cauſe, W. 

I never ſhall conyerſe; nor ſee You more. | 

+, Gui, O ſay not ſo; for once ain Til dbe ybu, | M. 

ere you this very Night to lodge wick Angels, — 4 

Vet ſay; not never; for 5 hope by Virtue WI 
To merit Heav'n, and wed you late in Glory. 1 

Mar. This Night, my Lad Im a Recluſe for ever. An 

8 57 Ha IS till Morning, Tapers are 00 dim =p 0 

y *till the Sun riſes to ſalute you | O] 

870 I lead. yo tu that diſmal Den Y 

irgins, buried: ick, and ſtay for ever. Th 

Mar. Alas ! your Suit 4s vain, bene and k. a 

Nen tlers:hay other way to cler | * 

Th'i * Stains of my ſulpedted Honour. * 

Gui. Hear me æ Word, one Sigh, one Tear at parting, Int 

And one laſt Look; for, O my earthly Sint, Our 

J ſee your Face, pale as the Charukime | Wh 

Ar Adam's Fall GOTH do] 1-165 eee 2 


| Mar. O Heavn ! I no/confl 1 But: 
i My Heart bleeds for thee, 0 a 

Gui. Why, 22 — 
| Mar. Bocaule hy iy "= 
And that ſad Far that . — your row; 


I deibeliove pop eee. 18 
Gui. Without an Oath I do, therefore have Mercy, 
And think not Death could make me tremble thus: 
Be pirifal to thoſe Infirmities 

Which thus unman me, ſtay 'till the Council's o'er: 
If you are pleas d to grant an Hour or two y 
- To. my laſt Prayer, I'll thank _ as my Saint; 


r. 


1 
8 


The Due f Guile: 
If you refuſe me, Madam, Ill not murmur. - 
Mar. Alas, my Gaife! O Heav'n what oo I rt 


But take it Nee 


Honour inay p ardon it, finde it's my 
Gui, O let me crayl,, vile as I am, aud ki 
Your ſacred Robe. Tor st poſſible, your Hand! 


[She gives him her Har: | 


O that it were my ; kit epiting 2 | 

For I ſhall never tate the like again. TRY 
Mar. Farewel, my Profely . 70 Your oe Genius 

Watch your Ambition. unn 
Gui. T have none but yt oe ine if 

Muſt I nt'er ſee you more? {i 1127 MM. 
Mar. I have Worn you muſt not: FH 


Which Thought thus roots me here, mblts my nne 
Agd: 7K me loiter when the Angels 


UP rope 
call me. 
os celeſtial Deus! O Paradiſe 
O Heay® n! $! ne'er to be taſted more. 

Mar. Nay, Wg a little 3 cold 
The temperate, devoted M. 9 
Is gone, A Enbrabr Fatt bes Fl /du. Ru 
ui, And O let me return n ir wth another. ") 
"Mar: Fat for ever; ah Ah, Guiſe, tho now we parts 
In the bright Orbs us by dur Fates, 
Our Souls ſhall meet, Farewell, and 70's ſing 


above, 
bln no ANNE, nor. State - Crime, the! pier ö 


® x A 
"TT; 


He 


e #4* 


But all re an nl en evertating . Love. 
| 50 N Mar. 
i ane en * 25 74 


Gui. Glory, where art ou Fame, kak PET 
Where are the fled? * There s Ice upon my Nees; hh 
My Salt, my Metal, my Spi wy gone, 

Pall'd as a Slave cars 1 Wi Arne, 
I wiſh my Fleſh were off: Wha ho 91 
Ow and no more ! What then ? "and 5 
io jult three Drops ! and why not ji mh Be 
ell as four or five, or five and twenty ? N 
Mer. 


"Th Duke of = 
I * Tu Page... 
Pad: My L. Lora, your Brother and a th PATON 
wait you. 
1 eus: nn ha!! mult 1 ſtumble too? 
way ye Dreams: what ifl thunder d now? 
on a Raven croſs d me in my way . 
Or now it comes, becauſe laſt ight I F'dreamt 
The. Council-Hall was hung with. Crimſon. round, 
Auch alf the Cieling plaiſter d o'er with RACE 
No more, blue Fires, and ye dull ro N 
Fathomleſs Caves, ye Dungeons of old 
Fantoms be gone; if I-mult die, Ill fall. 
True Politician, and defy you all. 


* 3 
* 


SCEN E the Court before. the ont ln 


Orilon. Thane, Saur, plac'd Pub eroding. 


Grill. Are your x Guards deed, e 
r 
| way there for. his vg 
Your Eminence comes s late. 


Later wur Cardiidt, ln Fa ee Guile | 


* Ann of Hy ; laſt; the GuiſeQ. 


| @ui: Wall, Colonel, are we Friends? 

| Gui. Give me your Hand. ed 
Grill. No, for that gives à Heart. 

Gai: Yet we ſhall claſp in Heav n. 

I ard we . 

Unleſs it be wi 

75 Gui. True 2 Was 

"Larch, 1 . | 


Gui. 


SY 8 


The'Duke of Guiſe. 8898 
*Gui. Ha, Captain, you are well attended ; 2 25938; I 
Tf I miſtake'not,- Sir, your Nambet's doubled. 
.Larth. All theſe have ſerv'd againſt-the Hereticks, 
And therefore beg your Grace you would en | 
Their Wounds and loft Arrears. - 
2 Gui. It wy: be done. 
gain, my Heart, there is a Wei 5 ter, 
But I will Goh i it off: Captain, far ag gon 
E xeunt Cardinal, - Guiſe, We. 
Grill. Shut the Hall-door, and bar the Caftle-Gates : 
ber march. n cloſer Jer, G 0 Ws Door. 
_[Exit. 


8 0 EN E. The Council-Hall. 
Gu. I do not. like myſelf to-day. 


d Archb. A Qualm, he 2. —— 
? Gard. —— That's one Man's Thought; he * 
and that's anothers. 
Enter Giillon. 


Gui. O Marmoutier ! Ha, never ſee thee more ! 
Peace, my tumultuous Heart, why jolt my Spirits 
In this unequal circling of my Blood ? 
Fil ſtand it while I may ; O mighty Nature! 
| Why this Alarm, why doſt thou call me on 
„ | To fight, yet rob my Limbs of all their uſe? (Scan. 
1 Card. Ha! he's fallen, chafe him: he comes again. 
Gui. I beg — Pardons, Vapours, no more. 
Grill. Th | 
Of laſt N urs Letchery with ſome _— Whore. 


Enter Revol. 92 


Rev. My Lord of Guife, the King would ſpeak with 
Gui. O Cardinal! O Lyons! but no more; (your 


es, one Wor more, — haſt a Privil 
" e 17, Cardinal, * | 


1. | To ſpeak with a Recluſe, O therefore tell her, 


ls - 
ax. 


1 


d Me Duke of Guile. 
If never thou beholdſt me breathe again, 2 
Tell her I figh'd. it laſt. O Marmoutier. [Exit bon in. | 

Card. Vau will have all things your own way, n 
By Heav'n, I have ſtrange Horror on my Soul. 
" Archb. I ſay again, that Henry dares not dot. 
Card. Beware your Grace of Minds that bear like as, 
I know he ſcorns to ſtoop to mean Revenge; | 
But when ſome mightier Miſchief ſhocks his Tower 
He ſhoots at once, with Thunder on his \ by. of 
And makes it Air; but hark, my Lord, tis oing. 
Gui. within} Murderers, Villingen 
Archb. J hear your Brother's Voice; run to the _ 
Card. Help, help, the Guije 1 is mantier'd. 
 Archb. Help, help, 
Grill. Ceaſe your vain Cries, you are the King $ Pri- 


Take em, Dugaſt, into your Cuſtody. _ . , (loners; 
Card. We muſt Kt my Lord, for Heaven, calls us. 
| IExeunt. 


The SCE N E draus, behind it a 7 raverſe. 


The Guile z5 aſſaulted by Eight : they __ him in 2 
1 Parts, n the Head. TELEC 
i ns! 
Gui. O Villains! Hell-hounds ! Held: 

Murder d, O baſely, and not draw-my Sword? 
| {Half draws bis Sword; is held. 

3 but my own Blood choaks me, 
DoS Villain, down, Em gone: Ol Marmoutier ! - 
[Flings 221 _ bini, 


N 
I 
| 
f 
N 
[ 
ü 


2. traverſes 1 eee Te King 
| comes forward with. his 5 


King.: Ope the Cloſet, and let in che Council, 
Bid Degaf t execute the Cardinal, 
& — Seize all the factious Leaders, as I order'd, 
- © a one be yay bed on your Lives, 


41 11901 w 6. 


+ how Bis Chair, 
et Council. 


Enter 


The Duke of Guiſe. 91 
Enter Queen-Mother, follow'd by the Counſellors. 
Oh, Madam, you are welcome, -how:goes your Health? 


2. M. A little mended, Sir: what have you done? 
ing. That which has made me King of France, for 
The 


N Paris at your Feet lies dead. [there 

* Vou have cut out dangerous Work, but make 

With Speed. and Reſolution. (it up 
King. Ves, I'll wear 1 : 


The Fox no longer, but put on the Lyons 
And fince I could reſolve to take the Heads 
Of this great Inſurrection, you the Members 
Look to't, beware, turn from your Stubbornneſs, 
And learn to know me, for I will be King. 
Grill. Sdeath, how the Traitors lowr, and quake, 
and drop 
And gather to the Wing of his Protection, 
As if they were his Friends, and fought his Cauſe. 
King. Be witneſs, Heav'n, I gave him treble Warning; 
1 upon Guiſe. 
He's gone; no more, diſperſe, and think upon't, 
Beware my Sword, which if I once unſheath, 
By all the Reverence due to Thrones and Crowns, 
Nought ſhall atone the Vows of ſpeedy Juſtice, 
Till Fate to Ruin every Traitor brings, 
That dares the Vengeance of indulgent Kings. 


: [Exeant, 


The End of the Second Volume. 
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